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Glazitr,  Vintner,  Drawers,  Fidlers,  Tradefmen,  Duns,  Conftable, 
Watchmen,  Buttler,  and  Footmen. 


PROLOGUE 


SCowrers !  Methinks  I  hear  {owe  Ladies  fay , 
How  jhall  we  bear  the  lewdnejs  of  this  Play ! 
The  Author  begs  the  Title  may  not  fright , 

Of  what  he  does  to  vertuous  Ladies  write . 

Others  for  guilt  may  blujh,  or  rage  look  pale. 

And,  as  they  us'd,  malicioufiy  may  rail . 

Tho  he  expofes  Vice ,  the  Plafs  fo  clean , 

The  niceft  jhall  not  tax  it  for  Objcthe  : 

Though  [ome  have  been  fo  ticklijl i  in  the  Mind , 

They  could  find  Bawdy ,  which  he  ne're  deftgnd 
Nor  can  he  think  he  gave  the  leaf  Gccafion, 
Wanting  their  Vigour  of  Imagination  ,.y 
But  they,  their  ends  had  in  their  falfS  reports  /  J 
And  frighted  whom  he  mofi  would  >pleafe,  the  Court 
To  you  he  appeals ,  the  Witty ,  Fair ,  end  Good  ; 
Whofe  foveraign  power  can  never  be  withfiood , 

To  all  the  Audience  he  bid  me  fay, 

He  of  the  Gout  lay  in,  and  of  this  Play 
Not  long  continu'd  his  Poet ick  Fit, 

The  other  grief  he  cannot  part  with  yet, 

But  give  him  eafe,  and  let  who  vtill  have  Wit . 
Tour  kind  Indulgence  fare  he  ought  to  gain , 

Who  for  your  pie  afure  writes  infpigbt  of  Pain  : 

Ton  have  been  kind  to  many  of  his  Plays, 

And  jkoud  not  leave  him  in  his  latter  dhys . 

Though  Loyal  Writers  of  the  lafi  two  Reigns, 

Who  ttrd  their  Pens  for  Popery  and  Chains 
Grumble  at  the  Reward,  of  all  his  Pains  : 

They  would,  like  [ome,  the  benefit  enjoy. 

Of  what  they  vilely  labour  d  to  deftroy. 

They  cry  him  down  as  for  his  place  unfit, 

Since  they  have  all  the  humour  and  the  Wit, 

They  mufi  write  better  ere  he  fears  them  yet 
Till  they  have  flu  own  you  more  Variety, 

Of  natural,  unfioln  Comedy  than  he, 

By  you  at  leaf  he  fhould  Protected  be. 

Till  then  may  be  that  Mark  of  Bounty  have, 

Winch*  bis  renown  d  and  Royal  Mafter  gave 
Who  loves  a  Subject  and  ccmemns  a  Slave, 

Whom  Heavn  in  Jpight  of  Helhfh  plots  defignd, 

To  humble  Tyrants,  and  exalt  Mankind. 
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ACT  I,  SCENE  I 


Enter  Sir  -William  Rant  in  his  Morning-Gown,  ancl  Ralphs  Man . 

Sir  Will.  T  Am  plaguy  qualmifh  this  morning,  we  drunk  fwingingly  laft 
J.  night,  what  did  we  do  ?  tell  me  the  Hiftory. 

Ralph.  Muli  every  Morning  be  fpent  in  asking  Queftions?  *tis  a  fine  life, 
youie  fin  over  Night, and  1  muft  come  to  Gonftffion  next  Morning. 

Sir  Will.  Sirrah,  Know  1  will  have  no  Wit  nor  Wifdom  from  you. 

Ralph.  I  don’t  know  what  you  call  Wit,  but  certainly  Wifdom  will  never 
agree  with  that  hot  head  of  yours,  Sir ' 

Sit  Will.  You  folid  Lump  of  Mafiy  Phlegm  /  there  is  no  fuch  bleffing  un¬ 
der  Heaven,  as  a  hot  Head. 

Ralph.  ’Twill  coft  you  and  your  Companions  dear  before  you  part  with  it ; 
the  Devil  on’t  is,  you  are  always  the  TranfgrefTor,  and  I  never  fail  of  being 
the  Penitent.  • 

Sir  Will.  Sirrah,  The  Infide  of  thy  Loggerhead  will  endanger  the  Outfide, 
if  thou  begin  not  thy  Narrative  immediately  ;  fome  A&ion  in  the  forepart  of 
night,  I  remember,  but  the  latter  part  is  all  Darknefsto  me  :  Yet  it  runs  in 
my  head  we  hsd  a  Fray. 

Ralph .  And  don’t  you  feel  it  in  your  Shoulders  l  I  am  fure  you’ve  Reafon, 
fo  have  I. 

Sir  Will.  Where  was  it  l 

Ralph.  Why  here,  in  Gwent- Garden  *  You  would  needs  have  a  Skirmifh 
with  tome  drunkeh  Bullies,  awkward,  roaring,  bluftering  Rafcals  :  And  Bri¬ 
gadier  Stckes  with  a  detachment  of  Quarter-Staves,  and  rufty  Halberts  fell  in 
Pell  Mell  and  routed  both  Parties. 

Sit  Will*  That  damn’d  Qua  rter-ftaff  Rogue  would  be  univerfal  Monarch  of 
the  Night;  We  muft  confederate  and  humble  him,  but  what  execution  was 
there  ?  Whofe  Skull  crackt  ?  whofe  Lungs  pierced  ?  or  who  luftily  bruited. 

Ralph:  One  ofthe  Bullies  has  a  good  lufty  fie (h  wound,  the  other  are  a  lit¬ 
tle  hackt,  but  all  of  them  wer  carry ed  Captive  to  the  Rcund  houfc,  where 
they  have  folaced  with  Ale  and  Brandy  all  night  long  :  Two  of  your  Footmen 
'  With  bloody  Coxcombs,  were  likewife  in -Limbo  :  Two  or  three  ofthe  Watch¬ 
men  have  flight  hurts,  which  they  are  ready  to  fwear  are  mortal ;  But  vour 
Friends  Mr.  Tcpe  and  Mr  Wildfire  are  efcapd  unhurt,  fave  a  little  dry  beating 
which  indeed  we  feldom  fail  of. 

y  Sir  Will.  An  Evening  very  handfomely  fpent*,  1  am  glad  the  Bullies  are 
maul’d.  I  would  rejoyce  as  much  to  run  an  EngliQi  Bully  through,  #as  an  Irifh 

B  -  Rapperee  ; 


Rapparee.  The  City  ought  to  pay  a  certain  number  of  Bullies  heads  a  tribute 
to  the  Government,  as  the  Welfh  did  Wolves  ;  but  fee  my  Footmen  ranfom’d. 

Ralph.  They  are  bay  I’d  by  your  Taylor,  and  drefs’d  by  your  Surgeon,  and 
are  ready  to  be  drunk,  and  (cower  again,  Sir,  but  that  was  notail,  that  hap¬ 
pened  laft  night,  'twould  take  a  Volume  to  write  the  Hiftory  of  your  Actions 
one  week. 

Sir  Will.  We  fliould  be  diligent,  I  love  an  aftive  life,  but  what  more  ? 

Ralph.  Why,  in  your  retreat  homewards  you  pick’d  up  a  Strumpet  /  Imufl: 
needs  (ay  not  very  handfome,  nor  over  well  dreft,  nor  extreamly  fober,  nor 
extraordinary  clean,  and  made  me  put  her  to  bed  in  your  own  Bed,  I  thank 
you,  Sir. 

Sir  Will.  Well,  thou  art  a  faithful  Bawd. 

Ralph.  Bawd,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Will.  Yes  Bawd  Sir,  what  a  Devil  doft  thou  think  I  keep  thee  for  thy 
neat  parts?  Indeed  thou  art  a  little  ftout. 

Ralph.  Any  man  but  my  Mailer,  fliould  find  I  were  a  great  deal  Co,  if  he 
talk’d  thus  to  me. 

Sir  Will.  Well  well  Sir,  but  where  is  the  Whore  ? 

Ral.  1  believe  where  (he  fliould  be,  at  the  civil  Recreation  of  Hemp-beating. 

Sir  Will.  Pox  on  your  Impertinence  !  How  got  (he  out  ? 

Ralph.  Why  truly  Sir,  after  you  had  taken  your  wonted  Nap  in  your  Chair, 
recover’d  a  little,  and  came  to  your  Bed-fide,  you  puk’d  at  the  fight  of  her, 
ask’d  her  how  (he  had  the  Impudence  to  bring  (b  ugly  a  Countenance  along 
with  her  under  your  Roof :  To  all  Entreaties  were  inexorable,  you  tore  her 
out  of  the  bed,  flung  her  clothes  out  of  the  window,  and  made  me  turn  her 
naked  out  of  the  houfe. 

Sir  WilL  ’Twas  a  very  impudent  thing  of  an  ugly  Jade  to  come  hither.- 

Ralph.  She  pick’d  up  her  Clothes,  but  was  in  great"  want  of  a  Tiring-room ; 
and  mod  certainly  fell  into  the  enemies  hands. 

Sir  Will.  Well,  and  I  have  never  a  wench  this  morning  ? 

Ralph.  Here  have  been  five  or  fix,  they  all  fa  id  they’d  come  again. 

Sir  WilL  Pox  on  ’em,  come  again  !  but  into  whole  hands  may  they  fall  be¬ 
fore  they  come  again  ?  1  hate  even  a  Rofe,  after  it  opens  in  the  morning,  and 
is  ruffled  by  the  wind. 

Ralph.  Your  provident,  prudent,  and  pious  Houfe- keeper  has  lodged  two 
who  came  laft  night,  for  peace  fake,  in  two  feveral  apartments  of  your  Se¬ 
raglio,  not  knowing  which  of  them  you  would  vouchfafe  your  Handker¬ 
chief  to. 

fcir  Will.  She  has  done  wifely,  I  will  have  them  both  :  Who  are  they? 

Ralph.  Mrs.  Haughty  and  Mr s.  Mavis. 

Sir  WilL  Oh  pox  they’ll  never  draw  together.  But  go  into  my  Clofet  and 
fetch  me  a  bottle  of  Spirit  of  Clary,  and  a  lufty  Glafs.  Exit  Ralph. 

Now  is  my  Father  1  warrant  grieving  in  the  Country  bewailing  my  lewd 
courfes  :  To  fay  truth,  I  cannot  but  love  him,  he  has  been  very  indulgent  to 
me;  but  methinks  he  (hould  have  the  confcience  to  remember  his  own  youth¬ 
ful  gambols ;  Tops  tdlsme  he  knew  him  almofl  as  lewd  a  fellow  as  my  (elf. 
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But  the  worft  of  all  is  I  am  in  love,  moft  defperate  moft  abominable  love,  the 
worft  of  all  love,  I  am  afraid  honcft  love.*  Enter  Ralph. 

Ralph.  Here’s  your  Spirit  of  Clary. 

Sir  Will.  Set  it  down,  and  fee  what  confounded  [A great  noife  of  talking 
noife  that  is  without.  The  Devil  take  ’em,  mtift  I  be  and  knocking  without. 
always  interrupted  in  my  reft  or  my  pleafure  ?  a  man  had  as  good  be  a  great 
man  as  a  Drunkard  at  this  rate.  Exit  Ralph }and fuddenly  re-enters . 

Well  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Ralph ,  The  noife  you  are  pretty  well  us’d  to ;  an  affembly  of  Duns,  Whores 
and  Bawds,  as  there  arc  every  morning  at  your  Levee.  Enter  Tope  &  Wildfire. 

Sir  Will.  Hail,  hail  my  dear  Companions  of  the  night.  Jack  Tope  and  Tom 
Wildfire. 

Tope.  My  dear  Knight,  my  dear  Will  Rant,  thou  art  the  Prince  of  Drun¬ 
kards  and  of  Scowrers  ;  thou  art  a  noble  Scavenger,  and  every  night  thou 
cleareft  the  ftreets  of  fcoundrel  Bullies,  and  of  idle  Rafcals,  and  of  all  Ale- 
tofts  and  fops  iffBrandy. 

Wildf  And  the  Taverns  of  Trades-men  and  of  fober  Rogues  ofbufinefs, 
who  (hould  be  at  their  cheating  callings,  or  watching  of  their  Wives  at  home. 

Sir  Will.  I  am  glad  to  find  you  fo  hearty,  and  that  ye  fuffer’d  fo  little  in  our 
iaft  nights  rout; 

Tope.  I  will  not  wear  like  a  Bully  my  arm  in  a  Scarf  as  a  fign  of  battel  paft 
when  perhaps  the  wound  is  no  bigger  than  that  of  a  Lancet  in  letting  blood  ;  I 
have  feen  danger  in  my  life  time,/ 

Wildf.  Yes  and  felt  it  too  to  my  knowledge. 

Tope.  Puh  this  is  nothing,  why  I  knew  the  He&ors,  and  before  them  the 
Mum  and  the  Tit  ire  Tus ,  they  were  brave  fellows  indeed  ;  in  thofe  days  ft 
man  could  not  go  from  the  Rofe  Tavern  to  the  Piazza  once,  but  he  mult  ven¬ 
ture  his  life  twice.  My  dear  Sir  Witty* 

Sir  Will.  Yes,  and  the  Wine  was  better,  and  the  Women  handfomer ;  you 
old  fellows  are  always  magnifying  the  days  of  your  youth. 

Tope .  Old!  Gad  take  me,  hem,  hem;  here’s  a  body  found  wind  and  limb  7 
Old!  quoth  he.*  Indeed  I  have  drank  off  two  generations,  and  intend  to  drink 
off  three  more  yet.  Why  I  wench’d,  drunk  and  fcowr’d  with  thy  Father^ 
Will:  He  was  a  pretty  fellow  in  his  youth,  and  I  thought  he  would  have 
come  to  fomething,  but  he  married  and  run  into  the  Country,  left  our  noble 
caufe,  and  grew  a  very  wife,  difereer,  vertuous  Country  Jobbernoll. 

Sir  Will.  Why  you  debauch’d  with  my  Grandfather. 

Tope.  I  knew  him  in  his  ebb  :  but  thy  Father,  Tomy  was  a  fober  lot,  a  con- 
fumptive  Scoundrel,  and  we  could  make  nothing  of  him,  he  married  like  a 
Puppy,  and  grew  moft  pitifully  uxorious, but  the  comfort  is  few  of  that  tort  get 
their  own  Children  :  Thou  art  not  like  him  at  all. 

Wild.  Thank  Heaven,  1  never  remember  him,  Providence  took  care  of  nii 
in  good  time.  -  . 

Sir  Will  Here  Ralph  fill.  Gentlemen,  a  health  tomy  Miftrifsin  a  brimmer 
of  Clary.  B  z  Tope 
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Tope .  I  defy  mornings  Draughts,  befides  Spirits  will  bring  you  from  ttyp 
pound  of  Beef,  to  two  poatch’d  Eggs,  truft  an  experienc’d  Drunkard,  thou 
will  not  live  out  half  thy  days,  if  thou  tak’ft  thefe  lewd  courfes  of  drinking  in 
a  Morning. 

Wild  But  we  will  live  out  all  our  Nights. 

Tope .  1  have  buried  two  hundred  Mornings  draught- men  of  my  Acquaintance. 

Sir  Will  You  may  well  kill  ’em  if  you  drink  not  fair  with  them  ;  but  thou 
haft  kill’d  as  many  Evenings  Draught-men  too.  Never  Hero  in  Romance 
kill’d  more  in  his  Adventures. 

Tope.  Their  Deaths  be  upon  their  own  Heads,  I  preferved  my  felf ;  why  1 
have  been  walking  two  ’hours  in  the  Park. 

Wild.  The  Deaths  of  thefe  men  he  upon  his  Confcience,  and  he  cannot  fleep. 

Sir  Will.  No,  no,  he  wants  the  dear  Baifom  of  his  Youthful  blood,  that  bal¬ 
my  foveraign  Juice  that  fends  kind  vapours  up  to  rock  the  brain;  Here,  I  will 
have  my  Miftrifs  pledged. 

Tope.  Thy  Miftrifs  l  ha  ha  ha,  why  every  one  in  a  Petticoat  is  thy  Miftrifs, 
from  humble  Bulker  to  exalted  Countefs.  / 

Sir  Will .  No  I  am  particular,  damnably  particular,  why  I  am  fallen  in  love. 

Tope.  In  Love  ;  What  a  Devil  !  That  is,  thou  haft  a  plaguy  mindtofome 
Wench  ;  I  have  known  thee  have  that  to  many  a  Damfel,  but  when  thou  haft 
gotten  her,  thou  never  fail’ft  to  leave  either  her,or  a  child  by  her, to  the  Parifh. 

Sir  Will.  Why  thofe  kind  of  Ladies  come  to  the  Parifh  at  laft,  and  the  foon- 
er  they  take  care  of  them  the  better,  it  is  a  good  fettled  kind  of  Life.  But 
this  is  a  Lady  of  Quality. 

Tope.  A  pox  of  a  Whore  of  Quality ;  they  are  ten  times  more  troublefome, 
and  not  handfomer  than  poor  W  hores. 

Sir.  Will.  A  whore  !  this  is  a  Saint. 

Wild.  A  Saint/  ha  ha  ha,  a  world  of  Saints  there  are  in  thefe  days,  but  ve¬ 
ry  few  honeft; 

Sir  Will.  I  can  fcarce  forbear  to  worfhip  her,  and  call  her  Nymph ;  divine, 
Goddefs. 

lope.  Nymph  ;  divine,  Goddefs !  ha  ha  ha,  language  for  a  young  Coxcomb- 
ly  Chaplain  to  his  Ladies  waiting  woman. 

Wild.  Love;  Faith  I  could  never  believe  there  was  any  fuch  thing  1  have 
had  a  furious  Appetite  to  a  new  Face,  like  a  greedy  ftomach  to  a  new  Dilh  , 
but  l  never  made  a  very  full  meal,  but  1  wifli’d  it  off  again. 

Tope,  Love  !  Why  what  a  Pox,  I  have  had  as  many  Whoresas  any  ofyou; 
but  1  never  had  one  whom  I  car’d  if  fhe  were  hang'd  or  no. 

Sir  Wdl.  Oh  bafe,  grofs  Appetites,  of  ill- natur’d  Fellows. 

Wild.  Oh  thou  Flower  of  Civility,  and  good  Nature  !  I  never  knew  you, 
or  any  Whore- mafter,  but  minded  himfelf,  and  *iever  car’d  whatbecameof 
the  woman,  why  prithee  don’t  we  ruin  all  we  have  to  do  with  ? 

lope.  Some  few  keeping  Coxcombs  indeed  are  undone  by  them;  but  that 
grows  much  out  ofFalhion,  becaufe  keep  what  you  can,  Particular  Whores 
will  foon  grow  Commons  ones. 

Sir  Will.  Hence  all  fuch  profane  thoughts,  this  is  a  Lady,  who  has  all  the 
Beauty  and  Vertue  of  the  Sex.  Tope. 


Tope.  Pifli,  Sex  fayft  thou  ?  I  warrant  (he  is  not  over  flock’d  neither  if  (he 
has  ;  but  Beauty  is  frail,  and  Vertue  is  more  frail,  Will. 

Str  Will.  Away  with  your  babbling,  Tom  here’s  to  her,  take  a  Glafs. 

Wild .  Come  Jack  her  Health. 

Tope\  God  not  I  /  J  would  not  drink  the  Queens  health  fafting,not  I ;  charge 
a  bill  Upon  me,  and  He  anfwer  you  io  a  couple  of  brimmers  of  Claret  at  Lock¬ 
ets  at  dinner,  where  1  have  befpoken  an  admirable  good  one  for  ye  ;  but  my 
Wine  (hall  always  have  fomething  to  feed  upon.  Enter  Ralph. 

Ralph.  Here  are  a  company  of  Letters,  foms  are  waiting  for  anfwers. 

Wildf.  From  Whores,  all  Whores. 

Sir  Will.  Hah !  they  are  fo,  feme  in  diftrefs  I  fuppofe  :  Like  a  true  great  man, 
I  will  put  Petitions  in  my  pocket  and  never  read  ’em. 

Ralph.  Sir  the  Duns  are  very  noify,  and  will  not  be  kept  out.  • 

Sir  Will.  Obftinate  Rogues  that  will  fling  away  their  precious  time  fo. 

Ralph .  But  there’s  a  pert  dapper  fellow  whom  I  know  not,  he  will  not  be 
denyed. 

Sir  Will.  Let  him  in  firft.  How  now,  who  are  you  ?  [ Ralph  lets  in  a  Glazier. 

Glaz.  And  pleafe  your  Worfhip  1  am  a  Glazier,  and  have  an  humblepetiti- 
on  to  your  Worihip  ;  your  Glazier  dyed  within  this  hour,  the  bell  now  goes 
for  him  ;  and  1  humbly  defire  1  may  fucceed  in  your  Worfhips  work. 

#  Sir  Will.  Thou  art  a  very  pretty  fellow. 

Glaz.  I  waited  for  this  happy  occafion,  and  hoped  for’t,  fo  I  made  him 
drink  like  a  Fifh,  and  treated  him  with>brandy.  The  man  indeed  was  an  ho- 
neft  man,  but  alack,  alack  !  he  had  little  to  do  for  a  long  time,  till  your  bu- 
finefs  and  your  friends,  Sir,  brought  him  into  requeft ;  He  has  had  a  fine 
time  under  you  ;  for  ybur  Worfhip  1  underflaqd  has  to  Shafh- windows  an 
utter  averfion,  Sir,  when  you  are  in  beer. 

Tope.  A  very  pretty  difereet  fellow. 

Glaz.  Why  Sir  he  bore  Offices,  maintain'd  his  wife  with  all  things  about 
her,  and  now  dyes  well  to  pafs,  and  for  all  may  thank  your  Worfhip.  Now 
if  your  Worfhip  will  let  me  have  the  place,  I  (hall  fee  that  all  the  Parifh,  when 
you  pleafe  to  break  their  windows,  fhali  have  as  good  goods  as  any  man  can 
furnifh  ’em  with. 

Sir  Will.  Let  me  fee,  this  place  muff  be  worth  Money. 

Ralph.  Let  me  fpeak  with  you,  1  can  do  your  bufinefs.- 

Glaz.  1  will  Sir  ;  but  Sir  do  they  fell  placed  now  adays  ? 

Sir  Will.  Oh  no  no,  Heaven  forbid  !  thou  (halt  have  it  for  nothing, 

*  •  Glaz.  Thank  you,  fweet  Sir. 

Ralph.  Hum,  hum,  hum.  Ralph  holds  his  hand  out  behind  him >th£ 

Glaz.  Ay  Sir,  there  and  pleafe  you.  Glazier  puts  Money  into  it,  and  Ex. 

Ralph.  A  pox  on  him,  a  thirteen  pence  half  penny!  but.  Ill  after  him,  and 
fqueeze  the  Sponge,  1  warrant  him. 

Sir  Will.  Come  let  in  the  Canaille,  the  Rabble  of  my  Anti-chamber,  my 
Duns,  &c.  Now  will  i  behave  my  felf  ftatelily,  impudently,  and  do  no  mans 
bufinefs  but  my  own.  Enter  Ralph. 

Ralph ,  Sir  Humphry  Maggot  has  lent  word  he’ll  wait  on  you  e’re  you  go  out. 

Sb 
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♦  Sir  Will.  That’s  theCox'combly  Alderman  that  marry’d  my  termagant  Aunt ; 
her  firft  Husband  was  my  Fathers  brother  by  the  fecond  venter.  She  has 
this  dolt  under  correction,  fweet  Frincefs ;  and  has  forced  him  out  of  Mark- 
lane  to  live  in  Soho  Square*  I  warrant  fbmc  bid  leCture  from  my  Daddy.  Let 
the  Duns  enter.  v  Enter  8  or  lo  Duns . 

Sir  Will  Now  Rogues,  Rafcals,  Vermin,  Catterpillers,  Duns,  come  on  ; 

1  will  ufe  you  fo  like  Duns  for  plaguing  me  with  fo  many  dayly  vifits,  I  fay,  I 
will  life  you  fb  like  Duns.  Enter  Sir  Humphry  Maggot  and  objerves  them. 

Tope.  That  is  fend  them  away  without  Money. 

Sir  Will.  You  filly  impudent  Puppies,  to  come  to  me  for  fumms  fit  for  Ha- 
berdafhers  of  fmall  Wares  to  pay,  ridiculous,  petty  fumms,  come  up  to  bulky 
ones,  either  in  valuable  Goods  or  Mony,  fit  for  a  Gentlemans  confiderat ion, 
and  Security  may  follow. 

Sir  Humph.  Here  s  a  Spark,  thank  Heaven  I  have  kept  my  Nephew  at  the 
Inns  of  Court,  whom  I  bred  up,  free  from  his  lewd  Acquaintance. 

Sir  Will  Why  I  never  pay  a  bill  till  it  be  as  long  as  an  account  in  Chancery* 
you  Rogues,  Dogs. 

Duns  altogether.  Why  we  ask  but  for  our  own  Sir.  I  hope  a  man  may  ask 
for  his  own  Sir.  My  Goods  were  my  own  Sir,  my  own.  Very  fine  a  man 
muft  not  ask  for  his  own.  Rogues  for  asking  for  a  mans  own  ? 

Sir  Will.  And  Rogues  I  will  make  you  know  this  Houfe  is  my  own,  which 
I  will  fignifie  to  you  by  this  Foot  which  is  my  own,  and  by  this  Cudgel  which 
is  my  own.  Sir  William  kicks  and  cudgels  them  cut. 

.  Duns.  Fly, fly,  Murther,  murther.  May  notask  For  his  own, my  own.  Mur* 
ther,  Murther.  For  my  own,  help,  Murther.  {In  running  out  they  run  down  the 

Sir  Humph.  Gad  forgive  me,  Help  help.  ( Alderman . 

Sir.  Will  Oh  Sir  Humphrey  1  cry  you  mercy,  I  was  at  mv  Morning  Exercife# 
difeiplining  my  Rogues,  my  Duns. 

Sir  Humph .  Duns,  Sir  Will.  Rant  ?  let  me  tell  you  Duns  may  be  very  honeft 
men. 

Sir  Will.  Hum,  fo  you  Citizens  are  apt  to  think,  but  we  Gentlemen  believe 
no  fuch  matter.  But  come  I  know  you  have  fome  wife  Lecture  from  nown 
Daddy,  or  fome  fuch  bufinefs,  come  out  with  it,  1  (land  fair. 

Sir  Humph.  Poor  Gentleman  1  my  heart  bleeds  for  him,  you  make  him  mi- 
ferabte  with  your  extravagant  lewd  Life,  he  writes  me  word  you  got  the  Par- 
Tons  daughter  with  Child,  when  you  were  at  home  laft,  and  now  fhe  is  near 
her  time  fhe  names  you  for  the  Father,  this  is  the  ftrangeft  thing  that  ever  was.  4 

Sir  Will.  Not  at  ail,  it  had  been  ftrange  if  fhe  had  gotten  me  with  Child  ; 
the  Parfons  are  lufty,lazy,  well  fedFellows, and  will  be  too  hard  for  the  Laity, 
if  we  don't  take  Letters  of  Reprifal  upon  them. 

Sir  Humph,  ^ave  us  Heaven  /  I  would  not  have  my  Nephew  Whachum  ac¬ 
quainted  with  you  for  the  World. 

Sir  Will  Nor  I  with  him  Sir  Hump ,  I  keep  fomewhat  better  Company,  you 
have  feen  my  Friends  here. 

Sir  Humph.  Yes  and  heard  of  them  too,  the  Nation  rings  of -cm,  my  Lady 
my  Wife  and  your  Aunt  iff  perpetually  grieving  and  fighing  for  you. 

*• 
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Sir  Will  Ha,  good  Lady!  Nuncle  look  to  thy  City  Forehead,  there  are 
thofe  who  can  graft  and  inoculate. 

Sir  Humph.  She  has  kept  her  two  Daughters  ( (he  had  by  your  half  Uncle  ) 
in  the  Country  thefe  five  years,  for  fear  you  fiiould  Gome  to  her  Houfe  and 
bring  a  fcandal  upon  them. 

Sir  Will.  But  they  are  now  in  Town,  to  my  coft  I  find  it  (  afide  )  Oh  that 
dear,  fweet  Eugenia !  file  has  kill’d  me. 

Wild.  Pox  on  this  Blockhead  he  grows  tedious  ;  to  your  Cue:  Has  Mon- 
ficur  Catinat  given  the  Vaudois  (uch  a  bang? 

Tope.  Undoubtedly,  there’s  a  World  of  News  in  Town. 

Sir  Humph.  Hold  hold  Gentlemen,  I  befeech  you  hold,  News  fay  you  ? 
have  a  little  Patience  Sir  William ,  here’s  a  Letter  from  your  Father,  1  have 
had  it  ever  fince  the  laft  Poft,  and  you  have  not  been  at  home  till  this  Morn¬ 
ing.  But  p?sy  Gentlemen  what  News  is  of  Mafter  Catinat  ?  1  love  News  ex- 
treamly,  1  have  read  Three  News  Letters  to  day,  1  go  from  Coffee- Houfe  to 
Coffee- Houfe  all  day  on  purpofe.  I  talk’d  with  as  pretty  a  man,  of  a  News 
'Writer,  as  any  in  London ,  and  of  as  neat  parts,  as  bold  a  Fellow,  he  cares  not 
what  he  writes.  But  he  knew  nothing  of  the  Vaudois  this  Morning. 

.  Wild.  They  are  foundly  beaten, almoft  all  cut  off. 

‘ Sir  Humph.  Heaven  be  praifed,  they  are  damn'd  Presbyterian  Fellows,  and 
hate  the  Church,  for  my  part,  had  1  my  will,  I  would  put  all  the  Phanaticks 
in  Christendom  in  pitch’d  fiiirts,  light  them,  and  let  them  blaze  like  City  Fu¬ 
nerals.  But  hold,  is  it  true  that  Prince  VValdeck  is  dead  of  a  Feaver  ? 

Tope.  Oh  yes,  and  he  got  it  with  (bowring  at  the  Canal  at  Bruges . 

Sir  Humph ,  Goodiack !  Teckelyznti  th eCofacks  upon  th tVkram  have  totally 
routed  Prince  Lewis  of  Baden ,  and  cut  his  Army  all  topieces,  Well  this  Loujs 
is  the  braveft  King. 

Sir  Will.  The  old  Gentleman  is  very  prolix. 

Reads.  Lewd  courfes — great  affliction — hum  :  have  I  been  fo  kind. 

Very  well 

Reads.  Tour  wicked  extravagance  will  kill  me. 

Ha  ha  ha,  kill  /  not  thefe  Twenty  years,  if  Heaven  takes  no  better  care  of  me 
I  (hall  be  in  a  pretty  cafe. 

Reads.  But  this  ABion  of  the  Parfons  daughter. 

Pray  Heaven  the  old  man  got  her  not  himfelf,  for  her  Mother  was  my  Mo¬ 
thers  Woman.  Pifh  pox  this  is  (tuff,  I  would  the  old  Gentleman  would  fpare 
his  pains.  He  tears  the  Letter. * 

Sir  Humph.  Oh  impious  !  what  tear  your  Fathers  Letter  ? 

Sir  Will.  Yes  when  they  are  nothing  to  the  purpofe  ;  1  fent  to  him  for  a 
lufty  fumm  of  Money,  and  he  fends  me  a  parcel  of  wifeCouncel  that  is  not 
woA'th  a  Farthing. 

Sir  Humph.  But  Sir  the  other  News  you  were  fpeakingof. 

Wild.  Why  ’tis  moft  certain  Catinat  has  laid  a  bridge  over  the  Rhine  and 
fecured  his  paffage  into  France}  and  another  over  the  Mofell  to  fecuu*  his  pafs 
into  Italy , 
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Sir  Humph.  Well  that  Mafter  Catinat  is  a  very  pretty  man,  he’ll  foon  de¬ 
fray  the  Presbyterians  and  burn  that  Anti-chriftian  Town  of  Geneva.  Oh  this 
Louis  is  a  glorious  Prince,  what  would  I  give  to  fee  him,  1  believe  I  might  have 
a  pats  to  go  over  to  be  touch’d  for  the  Evil,  He  muft  needs  do  it  rarely. 

-Sir  Will.  Well  faid  old  Grumble,  have  you  no  wife  advice  from  my  Aunt? 
fhe  will  have  you  under  Correction  if  you  deliver  it  not. 

Sir  Humph,  poor  Lady,  (he  grieves  that  you  fhould  drink  and  roar,  and 
beat  the  whole  Town  •  and  (pend  your  Money  upon  ugly  Whores.  But  Drav 
what  News  of  Buda  ?  *  : 

Enter  Mrs.  Mavis  and  Mrs >  Haughty  at  two  fever al  doors. 

Ralph.  Now  they  are  both  gotten  up,  Wars  will  enfue. 

Sir  Will.  Plold  hold  Nuncle,  ugly  Whores  fay  you?  be  you  Judge  who 
keeps  the  uglier  Whores  my  Aunt  or  1  y 
Haughty.  Oh  impudence.'  another  in  the  Houfe,  oh  oh.  They  both  fall  in 
Mavis.  Ob  Devil  I  cannot  endure  this,  oh  oh.  z  Chairs  in  Fits. 

Sir  Humph.  Gad  forgive  me,  look  to  the  Gentlewomen,  look  to  the  Gentle¬ 
women. 

Sir  Will.  Now  my  dear  Friends  let’s  go  quickly  now  now,  I  love  to  leave 
Whores  in  Fits  mightily.  [E*.  Sir  Will.  Tope,  Wildfire  and  Ralph. 

Sir  Hump.  Gad  take  me  /  hold  the  Gentlewomen,  bring  fome  cold  water 
and  flower,  burn  fome  blew  inkle  and  Partridge  Feathers,  ’tis  my  Ladies 
Medicine.  Two  lujty  Fellows  hold  them. 

Haughty.  Is  the  Viliam  gone?  artye 

Mavis.  Is  the  Rogue  fled  >  Jrjf 

Haughty.  Oh  you  Flirts  lie  pluck  your  Eyes  out.  They  fight  and 

1  jf  «  y°u  Limb  from  Limb.  tear  one  another. 

Sir  Will.  Gad  forgive  me  /  help  help,  part  them,  they  are  incens'd,  why  La- 

,'esUGent  ewomen’  keeP  the  Pcace> 1  charge  ye  in  the  Kings  Name,  I  am  of 
the  Quorum  They  pan  them. 

Enter  Houfekeeper  with  her  Spectacles  in  one  band }  and  the  Ladies  calling  in 

the  others 

Haughty  Oh  Impudence/ 

Mavts.  Thou  common' thing. 

Haughty t  Go  Jezabel,  go. 

Mavis.  Avoid  paint  and  wafh  / 

Haughty.  Go  pitiful  Creature. 

Mavis.  Creature  /  creature  in  the  very  face  of  thee! 

Haughty .  The  Town  knows  what  thou  art. 

Mavis  What  am  l,  Jone ?  What  do  they  know  of  me  ? 

Abigal.  In  truth  you  are  to  blame,  to  difturb  a  civil  well  order’d  Familv 
thus,  well  were  it  not  for  good  Books  that  comfort  me,  1  could  never  bear 
filch  exorbitances.  J 

Sir  Humph.  Pia,  The  Ladies  calling,  a  very  Matronly  Gentlewoman  truly 
Abigal.  but  the fe  godly  books  quiet  the  Conference  mightily. 

Sir  Humph.  Hah  good  Soul ! 

Haughty.  Let  me  come  at  her. 

Mavis,  rie  tear  he? Throat  out.  Haughty , 
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Haught.  Bawd,  bawd. 

A 4av*.  Thou  art  old  enough  to  be  my  Mother. 

Haughty,  Let  me  come  at  her. 

Mavis.  Let  me  come  at  lien 

Abigail.  In  truth  Ladies  you  are  much  to  blame,  cannot  you  be  civil  ?'  take 
them  away  feparateiy. 

Haug.  Whore,  whore,  whore,  whore.  They  hale  them  out 

Mavis.  Whore,  whore,  whore, whore.  at  fever al  doors* 

Sir  Humphrey  takes  the  Hiufe- keeper  under  the  Arm,  and  leads  h  er  out 


ACT  II.  SCENE  I 


Enter  Prifcilla,  Clara,  Eugenia. 

Trif  TXT  Hat  account  (ball  I  give  of  my  Charge,  and  Guardianfhip  ?  n\y 
VV  Lady  fends  you  out  under  my  prudent  conduct,  as  I  may  fay,  to 
look  after  Commodes  and  Top  knots,  with  a  flat  Injunction  not  tofee  this  lewd 
place,  the#Park. 

Eug.  Did  (he  fo  old  Mumpfimus  ? 

Tnfc .  And  you  in  Contempt  of  her  foveraign  power,  and  my  lawful  autho¬ 
rity  under  her,  prefume  to  come  hither,  what  (hall  l  do?  what  (hall  I  fay  ? 

Clara.  Can  flelh  and  blood  forbear  this  fweet,  this  moft  delicious  place  ? 

Trif.  Flelh  and  Blood  !  Yes,  it  is  a  place  fit  for  the  carrying  on  the  defigns 
of  flefli  and  blood  indeed. 

Eug ,  And  what  doft  thou  take  us  for  Spirits,  Woman  ? 

Trif.  Come  come  Gentlewomen,  my  Lady  is  a  wife  woman  :  This  is  the 
Exchange  for  Lovers  :  Here  they  meet,  and  if  they  abfent  themfelves  are  lookt 
upon  as  broken ;  nay  worfe,  it  is  the  Rendevouz  of  Fornicators  and  Adulterers. 

Clara.  Tis  the  Rendevouz  of  all  who  have  fenfe  enough  to  love  the  deli- 
cateft  place  on  Earth. 

Trif  But!  have  a  fecret  to  tell  you,  it  concerns  you  Madam  Clara ,  I  have 
found  from  Sir  Humphrey  your  Father  in  Law,  that  he  has  made  a  match  be¬ 
tween  his  Nephew  Mr.  Whachum  and  you. 

Eug .  The  Devil  he  (hall  1  there’s  amechanick  thing,  there  is  not  fuch  an 
odious  creature  as  a  City  Spark. 

Trif  Don’t  you  Trouble  your  felf,  his  Uncle  fays  you  are  not  fober  enough 
for  him. 

Clara.  Nor  I  fool  enough  for  him,  I  thank  Heaven,  a  filthy  City  wit,  tHofe 
Fellows  are  as  lewd  as  the  Gentlemen  every  whit,onIy  more  impudent,  fcolifh 
and  ill-manner’d. 

Eug.  Dear  Clara  thou  art  in  the  right,  when  a  man  is  lewd  with  a  hon  Grace 

C  there’s 
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there’s  fomething  in  it ;  but  a  Fellow  that  is  aukwardly  wieked  is  not  to  be 
born. 

Frif.  He  wicked  !  why  he  is  a  Student  of  the  Inns  of  Court, Madam  Eugeni*. 

Eug .  Well  you  had  a  great  fecret  for  my  Sifter,  and  I  have  one  for  you:  In 
fhort  we  are  both  refolv’d  not  to  endure  any  longer  the  intolerable  Yoke  of 
Arbitrary  power,  under  which  we  have  fo  long  groan’d,  if  you  will  comply, 
one  or  both  of  us  will  provide  for  you. 

Clara .  And  preferve  you  from  making  Night-caps  or  footing  Stockings  in  a 
Garret,  the  pitiful  remnant  of  thy  decrepid  Life. 

Frif.  Oh  times  and  manners/  will  you  break  loofe  from  all  Government  ?  I 
fhall  be  undone,  what  will  my  Lady  fay,  if  (he  knows  that  you  faw  your  Co* 
zen  Rant  here  yefterday  ^ 

Eug .  Mutter  no  more  under  thy  Gums,  old  Sybil  I  did  fee  my  Cozen  yefter¬ 
day,  and  l  hope  to  fee  him  this  day,  and  every  day  of  my  life  ;  keep  your  di- 
ftance,  we  that  arc  refolv’d  to  caft  off  my  Mothers  Tyranny,  will  no  longer 
fuffer  thy  Infolence. 

Prif.  W  hat  will  become  of  poor  me  ? 

Clara*  We  are  true  Euglifh  women,  Co-heirs  of  two  thoufand  poundsa  year, 
and  are  refolv’d  to  aflert  our  Liberty  and  Property. 

.  Eug .  Does  my  Mother  think  fhe  fhall  mew  us  up  any  more,  at  her  Jointure 
houfe,old  Doe-little  ? 

Clara.  Amongft  poor  innocent  country  things,  who  never  ftir  beyond  the 
Parifh  but  to  fome  Fair. 

Frif.  Did  fhe  not  beftow  good  breeding  upon  you  there  ? 

Eugen.  Breeding/  what  to  learn  to  feed  Ducklings,  and  cram  Chickens? 

Clara .  To  fee  Cows  mil kd,  learn  to  churn,  and  make  cheefe  ? 

Eugen.  To  make  clouted  cream,  and  wbipt  Sillabubs  ?  , 

Clara.  To  make  a  Caraway  Cake,  and  raife  Py- cruft  ? 

Eugen.  And  to  learn  the  top  of  your  skill  in  Syrrup,  Sweat-meats,  Aqua  mi - 
rahilis,  and  Snayl  water. 

Clara.  Or  your  great  cunning  in  Cheefe- cakes,  feveral  Creams  and  Ajjpond- 
butter. 

Frif.  Ay  ay,  and  *twere  better  for  all  the  Gentlemen  in  England  if  their 
Wives  had  no  other  breeding,  but  you  had  Mufick  and  Dancing. 

Eug.  ¥es  an  ignorant,  illiterate  hopping  Puppy,  that  rides  his  dancing  Cir¬ 
cuit  thirty  miles  about,  Lights  off  his  tyred  Steed,  draws  his  Kit  at  a  poor 
country  creature,  and  gives  her  a  Hich  in  her  pace,  that  fhe  fhall  never  recover. 

Clara.  And  for  Mufick  an  old  hoarfe  Tinging  manriding  ten  miles  from  his 
Cathedral  to  Quaver  out  the  Glories  of  our  Birth  and  State,  or  it  may  be  a 
Scotch  Song  more  hideous  and  barbarous  than  an  IrifhCronan, 

Eug.  And  another  Mufick-mafter  from  the  next  Town  to  teach  one  to  twin¬ 
kle  out  Lilly  burkroupon  an  old  pair  of  Virginals,  that  found  worfe  than  a  Tin¬ 
kers  kettle  that  he  crys  his  work  upon — we’ll  ha’  no  more  on’t,  we  are  come 
up  to  London  and  common  fenfe,  and  we  defy  thee  and  thy  works. 

Clara.  Keep  diftance. 

Eugen.  Avoid  thou  that  think’ft  bccaufe  thou  art  old  thQU  muft  be  wife.1 

Clara 
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Clara.  Avaunt  we’ll  have  no  more  to  do  with  thee. 

Euge.  Attend.  1  -  . 

Clara,  Obey.  .  '  v  1.  ^  # 

Euge,  Be  under  good  Difcipline, 

Clara .  Be  a  towardly  old  Governed. 

♦  Euge.  We  are  free  from  this  minute. 

Clara.  Never  more  to  hear  thy  wife  advice, 

Eugen.  Thy  old  Saws,  and  foolifh  Sayings. 

Clara.  We  will  pare  our  Nail#  on  any  day  of  the  Week: 

Eugi  And  do  what  we  will  upon  Childermas  day,  oh  my  dear  Sifter !  How 
happy  are  we  to  come  to  this  moft  bleffed  Town, and  thefe  moft  heav’enly  walks. 

Clara.  This  Paradice  of  the  world. 

Eugen.  Oh  this  Cozen  of  ours,  he  is  the  prettyeft  man  my  Eyes  e’re  yet 
beheld. 

Clara.  But  fure  Eugenia  thou  art  mad.  < 

Eug.  Yes  I  am  mad,  ftark  mad,  in  love  with  him,  and  will  be  mad, 

Clara .  Thou  art  mad  indeed,  in  love  with  fo  wild  a  man  ? 

Eug.  Wild,  never  trouble  thy  felffor  that, my  dear  !  I  warrant  thee  Pie  tame 
him,  the  wilder  the  better. 

Clara.  This  is  ftark  ftaring  njadnefs,  why  this  lewd  Cozen  of  ours,  they  fay, 
has  had  all  the  women  in  Town  that  are  to  be  had  for  Love  or  Money. 

Eug.  Sayft  thou  fo  my  Child  l  then  will  my  conqueft  be  the  greater,  and  I 
(hall  triumph  over  all  them  he  has  had,  and  he  will  be  the  more  likely  to  be 
conftant  to  me  whom  he  never  had. 

Clara.  A  ftiort  Triumph  *t would  be,  till  he  can  meet  with  another  weak  e- 
nough  to  be  taken. 

Eug.  I  would  not  give  a  Farthing  for  her  that  cannot  fecure  the  Conqueft 
fhe  has  made  ;  I  will  have  him,  and  I  am  miftaken  if  he  be  not  as  fierce  upon 
me,  as  I  am  upon  him. 

Clara*  Thou  art  a  mad  Girl,  I  would  not  fall  in  love  with  a  wild  Fellow  of 
the  Town,  if  lie  would  Jointure  me  with  the  Eaft-InJiesi 

Eug.  I  could  not,  would  not,  but  have  fallen  in  love  with  this  wild  Fellow 
of  the  Town,  to  have  been  Miftrefsofall  the  Gold  and  Jewels  in  both  Indies. 

Clara.  Heaven  defend  me. . 

Eug ,  Thou  art  only  fit  to  be  Spoufe  to  fbme  Ladies  darling,  who  has  been 
cocker’d  with  Cawdles  by  his  Lady  mother,  bred  under  a  very  humble  civil 
Tutor  in  the  houfe,  who  is  always  in  moft  profound  awe  of  his  Pupil,  from 
whence  to  the  Univerfity  he  goes,  where  Divines  (for  the  great  refpedt  they 
have  to  fome  Livings  in  his  gift  )  flatter  and  indulge  him  in  what  he  thinks 
fit. 

Clara.  You  are  very  merrily  difpos’d. 

Eug.  From  thence  the  Fop  comes  home,  and  fets  up  his  reft  upon  Horfes, 
and  Dogs,  rides  for  a  place,  grows  a  moft  furious  Uimrod,  and  hunts  perpe¬ 
tually. 

Clara.  Will  the  Alarum  of  your  Tongue  never  be  down? 

C  2  Eug: 
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Evgen-  Come  let’s  walk,  and  fee  if  we  can  fpy  this  fame  dear,  dear,  wild, 
very  wild  coufin,  come  along.  Exeunt  Eugen.  and  Clara. 

Prifi.  Mercy  on  me,  the  World’s  turned  topfy  turvy.  My  Lady  will  kill 
me  :  She  is  a  very  Fury,  and  when  provok’d,  nor  man,  woman  nor  child 
can  ftand  in  her  way.  '  Exit  Prifcilla. 

Enter  Whachum,  Bluffer  and  Dingboy. 

Whack  My  dear  Rogues !  Dear  Dogs !  Blufier  and  Dingboy  !  you  arc  the 
braveft  fellows  that  ever  fcowred  yet. 

Blufi.  Dear  Squire  Whachum  !  If  ever  there  was  fuch  fcowring  in  High- 
Hoi  bourn  fince  Jtwas  built,  may  I  never  tafte  N^j-Brandy  more  at  midnight;. 

Ding.  The  Nation  will  ring  of  us;  fuch  Exploits  t  fuch  Atchievements  ! 
Not  a  window  lefc  in  all  the  Inns  of  Chancery  ;  thofe  Hives  of  Attorneys, 
thofe  Suit- breeders,  thofe  Litigious  Rogues,  the  Sons  of  Court-hand,  Copy 
Paper  and  Green  Wax. 

Blufi.  Not  a  Tavern  window  in  all  the  ftreet  has  a  Quarrel  in  it. 

VVhach.  Then  how  we  fcowr’d  the  Market  people,  overthrew  the  Butter- 
women,  defeated  the  Pippin-Merchants,  wip'd  out  the  Milk-icores,  pull’d  off 
the  Door-knockers,  Dawb’d  the  gilt  Signs  l 

Ding.  But  a  pox  on’t,  we  were  confoundedly  beaten  by  the  Hellifh  Confta- 
ble  and  his  PoJJ'o  of  Scoundrel  Dogs. 

Blufi.  That  molt  Damnable  Inflexible  Prig  that  bound  us  over  this  morning 
muff  be  tofs’d  in  a  Blanket. 

Ding.  Slit  in  the  Nofc,  and  fuffer  other  operations  not  very  agreeable  to  him. 

VVhach .  No,  let’s  be  brave,  but  not  too  brave,  I’ll  pay  for  the  Windows 
and  all ;  my  Head’s  broken,  but  no  matter  I’ll  not  be  difmay’d  ;  Well,  never 
men  laugh’d  and  roar’d  more  :  This  fame  Flipp  and  Punch  are  rare  drinks. 

Ding.  Nay,  I’ll  hang  fort  if  there  be  a  knot  of  better  Laughers  in  England. 

Whack.  We’ll  laugh  with  e’re  a  gang  in  England  for  a  thoufand  pound.  Why 
laughing’s  all  the  joy  of  a  mans  life. 

Blufi.  Then  we  have  fcowr’d  fo  magnanimoufly  thefe  three  nights,  that  we 
were  taken  for  Sir  William  Rant  and  his  company. 

Whach.  Sir  William  ?  no,  no ;  oh  Sir  William  is  the  fineft,  compleateft 
Gentleman  that  ever  wore  a  head. 

Ding.  There  are  others,  Squire,  that  ftiall  be  namelefs. 

VVhach.  Oh  no,  never  talk  on’t :  there  will  never  be  his  Fellow.  Oh  had 
you  feen  him  fcowre  as  I  did,  oh  fo  delicately,  fo  like  a  Gentleman !  how  he 
clear’d  the  R^-Tavern  /  I  was  there  about  Law  bufinefs,  compounding  for  a 
Baflard,  aud  heandrwo  fine  Gentlemen  came  roaring  in  the  handforaelieft, 
aodthenv;ft  genteely  turn’d  us  all  out  of  the  Room,  and  Twing’d  us,  and 
kick’d  us  about,  I  vow  to  Gad,  ’iwould  have  done  your  heart  good  to  have 
teen  it. 

Blufi.  lYaith  did  he  ?  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ding.  Brave  fellows  J  ha,:iia  ha. 

Whach.  Aye,  was’t  not  hend/cme,  ha,  ha,  ha.  And  in  a  minutes-  time 
clear’d  i he  whole  home,  and  broke  all  the  windows,  beat  the  woman  at  the 
Earj.andfwagger’d  by  themfelves.  Ha,  ha,  ha/ 
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Bhtf.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ding.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Wbach.  Peace,  peace;  hold,  hold!  Here  he  comes,  with  hfs  bra  re 
Friends.  Stand  by,  and  obferve.  Look  you  there,  look  you  there,  there’s 
a  fine  perfon  l  there’s  a  compleat  Gentleman  / 

Enter  Sir  William  Ranr3  Wildfire  and  Tope. 

Bluft.  A  good  pretty  man. 

Ding  The  man’s  well  enough,  but  Squire  VPhachum  I  fay  for  all  that. 

Whack  O  fie  fie,  Pretty-man !  well  he  (hall  be  my  pattern  while 
I  live,  an’t  pleafe  Heaven.  You  (hall  fee  him,  oh  if  did  you  but 
hear  him  fwear  and  curfe  you’d  be  in  love  with  him  !  He  does  ’em  (o  like  a 
Gentleman,  while  a  company  of  ye  here  about  the  Town,  pop  out  your 
Oaths  like  pellets  out  of  Elder  Guns.  They  come  fo  eafily,  fo  fweetly  from 
him,  even  like  Mufick  from  an  Organ-pipe. 

Sir  Will.  What  do  they  lay  more  upon  us  than  we  did  ?  who  the  Devil 
(hould  thefe  be  that  fcowre  fo  to  be  taken  for  us ? 

VVildf.  Puh,  pox  thefe  mud  be  fome  Scoundrels  that  prophane  our  noble 
aftions  with  vile  bungling  imitation. 

Tope.  A^man  wou’d  think  we  need  no  imputative  wickednefs. 

Sir  Will.  Thefe  Mufliroom  Scowrers  had  beft  fee  they  do  it  handfomely, 
and  bring  nodifgrace  upon  us,  or  wc  may  chance  to  whip  fome  of  ’em  thro’ 
the  Lungs  about  that  bufinefs. 

Whack.  Do  you  hear  Bluffer  zndDingboj  ?  Oh  if  Fate,  and  my  own  In- 
duftry,  could  ever  make  me  like  this  Dear,  this  gallant  Sir  William ,  I  were 
at^the  end  of  my  Ambition. 

Wild .  ’Tis  a  hard  thing  to  fcowre  naturally,  and  handfomely. 

Tope.  Every  Puppy,  now  a-days,  prefumes  to  fet  up  for  a  Drunkard  ;  but 
there  are  more  good  qualities  requifite  to  a  Drunkard  than  to  a  Minifter  of  State, 
or  a  deep  Divine.  I’ll  pick  up  fellows  fit  for  great  men  every  hour,  in  the 
Streets,  but  a  Drunkard. - 

Sir  Will.  Wellfaid,  Jack  Tope,  thou  art  in  the  right,  he  muft  be  of  Mien 
and  Perfon  not  ungraceful/  of  pleafing  Speech,  (harp  muft  his  Wit  be*  and 
liis  Judgment  folid. 

Wildf.  He  muft  be  chearful,  eafie,  and  well  temper’d. 

Tope.  He  muft  be  well  bred  have  feen  the  World  ;  learn>d,  knowing, 
and  retentive  of  a  fecret :  He  muft  have  Truth  and  Courage. 

Sir  Will.  Infhort,  he  muft  be  juft  fuch  a  fellow  as  thou  art,  if  it  bepoffible  ; 
while  all  thy  Contemporaries  have  either  Dyed,  or  left^off,  and  grown  fober 
Sots,  thou  ftill  perfevereft  in  generous  Lewdnefs. 

Wild.  He  is  only  to  blame  a  little,  to  brufii  up  the  Ladies  fo  much,  when 
he’s  an  Ancient  Gentleman,  and  knows  his  own  ability. 

Tope.  Prithee  Stripling,  trouble  not  thy  felf  with  what  I  can  do,  (  can  make 
love  enough  to  make  a  Husband  or  Gallant  Jealous,  and  that’s  as  good  as  any 
thing  thou  canft  do. 

Wbach.  Look  you  there  now  !  Well,  all  Europe  cannot  fliow  a  knot  of  finer 
Wits.,  and  braver  Gentiemen. 


C  14  3 

Ding.  Faith,  they  are  pretty  (mart  ntfn. 

Blutt.  The  Gentlemen,  I  muff  confefs,,  are  pretty  Gentlemen  ;  but  time 
fhall  try.  Ill  fay  no  more - 

Sir  Will.  Gentlemen,  I  have  an  adventure  will  feparate  as  for  a  while  5  but 
this  (hall  be  our  Randezvous. 

Wild.  *Tis  not  fit  for  a  Gentleman  to  be  without  an  Adventure  in  this  place 
Jack  Tope. 

Tope.  Pox  o*  your  Whores  /  I  come  here  to  venture  for  a  good  ftomach  to 
my  Calvert  Salmon,  and  my  Turbot ;  your  lazy  fellows  lofe  the  pleafure  of 
the  Park,  you  fhou>d  be  here  in  a  morning,  and  obferve  crowching  Spaniels 
haftning  to  fome  great  mans  Levee,  whom  they  wifh  hang’d  ;  and  lean,  afli- 
duous  knaves  of  bufinefs  running  from  Office  to  Office,  to  get  all  they  can 
under  the  Government  they  hate. 

Wild.  How  many  Villains  that  wifh  the  Government  deftroyed,  yet  crowd 
for  places  in  it. 

Sir  Will  Such  Rogues  can  do  the  Government  no  harm  if  they  be  kept  out. 
But  Topey  if  thou  growft  politick,  and  troubleft  thy  felf  how  matters  go,  thou 
art  too  folid  for  a  Drunkard,  and  muft  knock  off! 

Tope.  I  knockoff  /  Gad  l  fcorn  your  words,  PI1  bury  two  or  three  hundred 
of  you.  Hem,  hem,  I’ll  fcowrc  in  the  Mall  now,  if  you  will,  without  the  help 
of  Spirit  of  Clary,  faffing,  and  in  cold  blood  :  Come  on,  fall  on,  1  need  no  pro¬ 
vocations  to  Lewdnefs. 

Sir  Will.  Hold  hold,  a  Sayl  /  a  fay  1 !  Each  part,  and  cruifc  about. 

Wild.  Adieu  for  a  while. 

Tope.  A  while  .'  a  pox  o’  your  damn’d  Caterwauling  :  Think  on  the  Turbott 
and  the  Calvert  Salmon  at  Lockets. 

Sir  Will .  Two  a  clock  be  the  time.  Ex.  Sir  Wil.  Rant,  Wildfire  and  Tope.  ' 

Whach .  Let’s  follow  at  a  diffance  and  obferve  ’em.  They  are  the  braveft 
Blades,  and  pureft  Witts  in  Chriftendom. 

Ding i  But  hark  you  Squire,  by  their  difcourfc,  even  now,  they  feem  to  be 
Whiggs. 

Blufi.  Damn’d  Whiggs  methinks. 

Whac.  1  am  afraid  they  are  a  little  Whiggifh;  really  *tis  a  thoufand  pities, 
they  have  kept  ill  company.  Enter  Sir  Humphry  Maggot. 

Cods  me,  here’s  my  Uncle  /  Great  fouls  contain  your  felves. 

Sir  Humph.  How  Nephew/  What  you  are"  never  to  be  found  in  your 
Chamber  of  late  :  How  will  your  ftudies  g©  on  at  this  rate  l 

Wfrach.  I  was  not  well  this  morning,  and  came  to  take  a  little  air. 

Sir  Humph.  Air,  fay  you  ?  Is  there  not  as  good  air  in  Weftminfter-hall  l  Yes, 
and  a  profitable  air  fome  find  it.  I  went  thither  expeding  to  find  you  upon 
a  Cricket,  civilly  taking  Reports,  1  think  they  call  ’em. 

Whach.  In  good  time  Sir. 

Sir  Humph.  In  good  time  J  Come  mind  your  bufinefs,  I  have  made  a  match 
for  you  with  my  wives  fecond  daughter  ;  the  firft  is  a  Mad- cap,  Pll  have  no¬ 
thing  to  do  with  her  ;  but  the  fecond  for  my  money.  1  have  agreed  with  her 
Mother  that  you  (hail  give  f  000  /.i 
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Wbach*  I  am  for  the  eldeft,  (he  is  for  a  mad  feMow :  She  will  falf  in  love 
with  me,  and  I’ll  marry  her  for  nothing;  Afidc 

Sir  Humph.  How  /  What  Companions  are  thefe  ? 

Whac.  Students  of  the  Temple  Sir,  hard  Students,  very  hard  Students. 

Sir  Humph .  Students  of  the  Temple  ?  they  look  like  Students  of  White-Fryers  '. 

Whac.  Have  a  care  what  you  fay  Sir?  your  words  will  be  attionable,  they 
ftudy  hard  all  nights,  lye  rough,  and  feldom  go  to  bed. 

Sir  Humph.  Have  they  read  the  Year  books  ? 

Whac.  Read  all  all. 

Ding.  The  Devil  o*  bit,  read  quoth  he  l 

Bluffer*  Year  books !  I  never  read  any  thing  but  Gazettes,thofe  are  the  week 
books. 

Sir  Humph.  Well  Gentlemen  de’e  hear  any*news  ?  I  hear  the  Pope  and  the 
King  of  France  are  agreed. 

Ding.  We  hard  Students  nevermind  News,  but  that's  very  good. 

Sir  Humph.  Hold  I  fee  one  that  owes  me  Money,  ftay  HI  come  to  you  here 
and  tell  you  more,  1  hope  we  are  all  honeft. 

Whach.  Oh  ay c* 

Sir  Humph.  Do  you  and  they  come  dine  with  me  then.  Exit  Sir  Hump. 

Whac.  A  pox  on  him,  he  has  hindered  us  obferving  thefe  fine  Gentlemen, 
let**  walk,  we  (hall  lofe  them.  Exeunt  Whachum,  Dingboy  and  Blufter. 

Enter  Lady  Maggot,  after  her  Tope. 

Lady  Magg.  Are  there  no  Gallants  left  l  poor  gentle  love  is  now  negle&cd, 
and  all  mens  heads  lye  towards  Knavery  and  Bnfinefs.  I  have  walk'd  the 
whole  length  of  the  Mall  alone,  on  purpofe  for  an  amorous  Adventure,  and 
met  none ;  nor  have  had  any  obferve  me  except  this  old  Red  nos’d,  batter’d 
Drunkard,  and  yet  my  fhape  and  habit  are  enough  inviting,  befides  fome  Jew¬ 
els  which  I  feemto  conceal^and  yet  take  care  to  expofe,  fhew  my  Wealth  and 
Quality  fufficicntly.  Enter  Sir  Humphry. 

Top$.  What  folitary  ad  ventnre  is  this  ?  (he  i*  richly  laden,  Fll  lay  heron  board 
with  my  two  Pounders  and  my  Patemas 

Sir  Hump.  That  muft  be  my  fweet  Duckling — I  know  her  by  her  pretty 
waddle  in  her  Gate — -befides  I  have  had  a  fight  of  her  Rump  Jewel  ;  I  know 
it - my  Dear,  my  CKScken  I  know  thee  well  enough. 

Lady  Mag.  Unlucky  Omen  for  a  Lady  to  be  pick’d  upby  her  own  mufty 
Husband  firft  ?  How  now,  what  old  Fellow  art  thou  ? 

Sir  Humph .  Come  Chicken  /don't  think  to  bob  thy  own  Dear,  don’t  1  know 
that  Jewel  ? 

Tope.  Ha !  This  is  the  Aldermans  Wife,  He  cuckold  him,  that’s  certain  ;  I 
have  not  cuckolded  an  Alderman  thefe  7  years.  If  honeft  Jack  Tope  fhould 
live  to  be  kept  in  his  old  Age  ?  Hah ! 

La  Mag.  Well  Sneak-goefe  what  then?  what  do  you  come  poking  hither  for  ? 

Sir  Humph  Come  Chicken,  I*le  take  a  walk  with  thee. 

La.  Mag.  With  me !  I  faith  but  you  fhall  not,  when  did  you  ever  fee  a  La~ 
dy  of  my  Quality  walk  with  her  own  Husband  ?  well  I  (hall  never  teach  a 
Citizen  manners.  I  warrant  you  think  you  are  in  Moc^Fklds  feeing  Haber- 
dalhers  walking  with  their  whole  Firefide.  Sir 
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Sir  Hunt,  Prithee  Chicken  be  appeas’d: 

La.  Mag.  Chicken!  you  are  very  familiar,  what  you  would  have  the  world 
believe  you  Jealous  ? 

Sir  Hum.  Who  !  Jealous  ?  Heaven  forbid. 

La.  M*g.  Befides  a  Lady  of  my  Quality,  that  have  fo  many  great  people 
Y>fkmtome,  to  be  feen  with  a  pitiful  mechanick  Alderman,  i  have  dif- 
grac’d  the  Ancient  Noble  Family  of  the  Rants  enough  already  in  marrying  you. 
He  gone  I  fay  out  of  the  Park. 

Sir.  Humph.  Well  Chicken,  thou  wilt  have  thy  own  way,  be  hot  offended 
mo  more,  1  am  gone.  Exit  Sir  Humphry. 

Tope.  So  now  have  at  her,  pray  Heaven  fhe  be  found - fhe’s  of  Quality 

- hah  !  maybe  nere  the  founder  for  that  neither - Hail  folitary  Damfel  / 

bv  thy  penfive  walking  I  find  thou  art  in  piftrefs ;  and  being  a  true  Knight 
Errant,  come  to  offer  thee  the  fuccour  of  my  perfon. 

L.  Mag.  Not  in  fo  much  diftrefs  neither. 

Tope.  There  Vizards  have  all  gotten  a  road  of  talking  pertly  and  impudent- 
ly5  they  learn  it  of  the  Beaux ;  come,  1  know  what  ’tis  thou  want ’ft  ;  I  am 
ready  to  pay  a  Bill  at  fight 

L.  Mag .  What  do  you  think  I  have  a  mind  to  drink  a  Bottle  or  two  ? 

Tope  No,  thou  pervefe  creature  ;  thou  knowft  my  meaning  well  enough  •, 
if  thou  wilt  have  me  fpeak  broad  l  can  bear  it,  have  at  thee. 

L.Mag.  Hold,  hold,  methinksyou  feem  to  bean  Ancient  Gentleman. 

Tope.  Ancient !  Gad  take  me,  I  am  tough,  and  well  feafon’d  !  All  this  Iaft 
Generation  were  but  half  gotten,  and  have  the  Rickets. 

L.  Mag.  Do  not  grow  troublefome. 

Tope.  Troublefome,  Sweet-heart,  be  not  foolifh :  Ah  /  thou  knowft  not 
what's  in  me.  1 

L.  Mag t  Yes,  I  fuppofe  laft  Nights  lewd  Dofe,  and  two  Bottles  this  Morn¬ 
ing  :  That  an  old  Gentleman  with  oneToot  in  the  Grave  fhould  be  thus  lewd. 

Tope.  Ounds i  eou’d  find  in  my  heart  to  kick  her  ;  fhe  has  provok’d  my 
ch oiler  mere  than  ever  fhe  can  raife  mv  love.  But  I  will  diffemble,  a  whore 
fhe  is,  my  whore  I’ll  make  her,  that  1  may  revenge  the  indignity,  and  ufe 
herfcurviiy.  Come,  my  Dear,  thou  doft  not  take  me  for  a  Milk-fop,  to  ac¬ 
cept  of  one  denial—*  Have  at  her. 

— Wcmeo  born  to  be  controll’d, 

Stoc  p  to  the  forward  and  the  bold. 

La.  Mag.  Old  Gentleman  be  civiL 

Tope.  Old  agen.'  you  women  are  for  the  young  (tripling  that  fwitch,and  fpur 
afhort  race  (ike  Citizens,  on  May-day  in  the  Park,  but  we  folid  Lovers 
are  for  the  whole  courfe,  come  come  1  know  what  you  come  for,  and  you  (hall 

not  go  without  it— —  fie  carry  you  to  a  Friends  Lodging - and  1  gad  Pi!, 

I’ll - no  more  to  be  faid. 

La.  Mag.  You  are  a  lawey  old  Fool,  and  Til  have  you  kickti 

Tope.  Come,  come,  you.fhaligo,  no  matter  for  that. 

La  Mag.  Help,  help,  help Enter  Wildf. 

Wild.  A  Lady  in  Odtrefs  l  Do  you  want  my  affiftance  ?  I  am  at  your  ftr- 
▼ice — How  now  Jack?  what  Ravifning  ?  La. 
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I*.  AArg.  I  fee  you  are  a  man  of  Honour,  a  thoufand  thanks  for  delivering 
me  from  the  Affaults  of  this  Libidinous  Goat.  He  is  the  fineft  Gentleman  I 
ever  faw.  Afide. 

Wild.  So  fine  a  Lady  fhall  never  want  any  Service  I  can  do  her. 

La.  Mag.  Sweet  Sir,  really  your  manner  is  fo  obliging. 

Tope.  Thcfe  damn’d  young  Fellows,  like  Dutch  Capers,  will  fnap  up  all 
Adventurers,  they  have  the  better  of  us  at  cruifing,  we  have  no  game  to  play 
at  but  ready  Whore,  ready  Money. 

Wild.  You  do  me  too  much  honour 

La.  Mag.  O  lam  charm'd  with  him — —  ( afide )  You  have  fo  infi¬ 

nitely  oblig’d  me,  that  Sir  I  affaire  you  I  (hall  be  always  proud  of  it,  and  hope 
to  fee  you  at  my  houfe  in  Soho  Square. 

Wild.  You  make  me  blufh  at  my  little  fervice:  Alas  that  Gentleman  may 
fay  what  he  will,  he  puts  on  a  rough  outfide,  but  he  is  a  very  harm!efs  imn 
to  a  Lady  as  can  be.  4  > 

Tope.  Prithee,  now  I  fee  her  Face  take  her  and  make  your  beft  on't. 

La.  Mag .  Was  there  ever  fo  rude  a  Perfon  ? 

Wild.  You  know  where  you  are  Sir. 

Tope.  What  Sir  l 

Wild.  Prithee  Jack  Tope  difiemble  a  little,  there’s  a  trick  in  t,  it  fhall -turn  to 
thy  good. 

Tope.  Pox  on  her?  I  care  not  if  fbe  were  hang’d.  * Exit  Tope. 

Lady  Mag.  SiFl  befeech  you  engage  not  your  Perfon  in  my  Quarrel,  if 
any  hurt  fhould  come  on’t,  I  fhould  for  ever  hate  and  curfe  my  felf. 

Wild.-  Not  on  my  honour - this  is  Maggot  the  Aldermans  wife,  (he  has 

two  pretty  Daughters  come  to  Town,  and  great  Fortunes  ;  befides  tho  (he 
is  declining,  fhe  is  but  a  little  on  the  other  fide  of  the  Hill,  and  looks  well  and 
lufty; 

Lady  Mag .  Sir  I  fear  you  are  meditating  on  Revenge  upon  that  old  Ruffian ; 

I  fhall  wifh  1  had  never  been  born,  if  I  fhould  engage  fo  fine  a  Gentleman  in 
"danger,  for  f  hat  reafon  let  me  defire  the  honour  of  your  walking  with  me  while 
I  am  in  the  Mall,  and  afterwards  if  you  pleafe  to  proted  me  to  my  Houfe  ; 

I  fhall  there  be  able  to  make  in  feme  meaiure  a  return  for  this  fignal  favour. 

Wild .  1  am  your  Slave  Madam,  wholly  at  your  difpofal. 

Lady  Mag.  Oh  lucky  adventure/  this  was  the  hnppieft  moment  of  my 
Life.  afide.  W  ho’s  here  my  Daughters  Governefs  ?  Enter  Prif. 
Caytiff  what  dolt  thou  from  thy  charge  ?  where  are  my  Daughters  ? 

Prifi  My  charge,  they  have  broken  loofe  from  me  and  defy\l  me,  and  you 
too  ;  They  forc’d  me. to  the  Park,  here  they  are  taken  up  by  a  wild  FeJlow  j 
who  bid  his  Footmen  feize  on  me  and  tofs  me  in  a  Blanket. 

Lady  Mag .  Oh  vile  wretch  !  Pie  ftrangle  thee,  Pie  tear  thy  Windpipe  out, 
where  are  they  ?  fpeak,  fpeak,  fpeak. 

Prifi.  Hold  off  your  hands,  you  choke  me,  I  can’t  fpeak. 

Lady  Mag.  Where  where,  you  old  Judas  ? 

Prif  At  the  further  end  of  the  MalL 

Lady  Mag.  Forgive  my  indecent  paffion,  and  let  me  beg  your  afliftance — 
follow  Beldame.  D  Wild* 
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Wild.  1  wait  on  you  Madam,  this  was  a  happy  opportunity,  [afide.  Exeunt,, 
Enter  Sir  W  illiam  Rant,  Eugenia  and  Clara. 

Clara.  Dear  Sifter,  Let’s  go,  I  tremble  every  Joynt,  Oh  if  my  Mother  fhould 
fee  us  ? 

Sir  Will.  Dear  pretty  Cozen  know  thy  power,  and  defy  the  Tyranny  of  thyr 

Mother. 

Clata.  The  only  man  my  Mother  has  perpetually  warn’d  us  off. 

Sir  Will.  Ha  !  I  am  glad  of  that,  fhe  could  not  poflibly  have  contriv’d  better 
to  bring  us  together.  But  dear  Eugenia ,  thou  (weeteft  creature  that  the 

Earth  e’re  bore  !  conhderthy  own  confinement,  and  my  mifery  :  There  is  not 
in  a  Dungeon  fuch  a  wretch  as  i  fhould  be  without  thy  kindnefs. 

Eugen.  What  you  take  me  for  a  poor  weak  country  thing,  as  ready  to  be 
caught  as  any  Fool  you  ever  ruin’d  yet ;  Pll  make  you  know  1  am  above  your 
Arts. 

Sir  Will  You  are  to  me  what  ere  you  pleafe  to  be,  but  I  to  you  muft  be  the 
trueft,  and  the  heartieft  Lover  that  ever  Beauty  was  too  hard  for  yet. 

Eugen.  You  talk  as  if  you  were  ferious,  can  y  ou  imagine  this  will  pafs,  how 
fmoothly  you  rehearfe  it  ? 

Sir  Will.  Tear  out  my  heart  and  thou  wilt  find  thy  Image  there: 

Et:g:n.  Fuftian  !  rapture  faid  to  a  hundred  tawdy  things  in  a  week.  Can 
you  think  me  fo  mad  to  fling  my  felf  away  upon  fo  notorious  a  lewd  creature  l 
’T is  a  certain  ruin  to  be  feen  with  you. 

Sir  Will.  I  am  ftruck  in  a  moment,  you  have  already  converted  me,  I  will 
be  as  remarkable  in  my  penitence,  as  ever  I  was  in  my  wickednefs,  Parfons 
fhall  write  books  of  it,  and  preach  upon  it  while  I  am  living.  ^ 

Eugen .  A  very  pretty  piece  of  Raillery. 

Sir  Will  Raillery  /  by  Heaven  and  Earth  / 

Eug.  Nay,  nay,  no  fwearing,your  Bead  roll’s  long  enough  already, you  fhall 
fhave  no  Sin  added  to  it  upon  my  account. 

Clara .  Sifter,  dear  Sifter  lets  be  gone. 

Sir  Will  All  the  Sins  I  ever  fhall  commit  will  fall  upon  you,  I  (hall  run  mad, 
ftark  mad,  moll  furioufly  mad. 

Euge.  What  madder  than  you  have  been? 

Sir  Will.  M.y  former  life  will  be  thought  an  Anchorets  to  what  will  follow, 
if  you  refufe  me.  1  am  refolv’d  to  ufe  all  the  ways  that  e’re  were  try’d  to 
gain  a  woman, —  and  did  the  world  depend  on  me,  1’de  ruin  all  before  Fde 
lofeyou. 

Clara.  Oh  fearful,  I  dare  not  hear  him  any  longer. 

Eugen.  Softly  good  Sir,  he  that  dares  make  love  to  me  muft  undergo  a  Task 
too  hard  for  you. 

Sir  Will.  Name  it,  there’s  nothing  too  hard  for  fuch  a  Lover. 

Eug,  J  muft  have  my  weekly  Tribute  of  Sonnet  and  Madrigal,  full  of  facred, 
divine.  Nymph  and  Goddefs* 

’ Sir  Will.  It  (hall  be  done. 

Eug .  And  my  daily  offering  of  humble,  and  difconfolate  billets  doux  about 
the  Luftre  of  my  Beauty,  the  light  of  my  Eyes,  &c. 

Sir  Will .  And  this.  Lug. 
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Eugen.  I  muft  have  all  former  women  facrific’d  to  me,  and  he  muft  not  dare 
to  look  upon  another  befides  me. 

Sir  Will,  All  all,  if  I  had  ten  thou  fond. 

Eugen.  All  lewd  Company  muft  be  defer  ted,  and  Wine  abolifted  fave  three 
Glaffes  at  a  meal,  and  he  muft  oe  the  pattern  ofVertuefor  the  whole  Town, 
confider  now,  and  tremble. 

Sir  VAIL  All  this  (hall  b  c  done,  I  have  confidered,  and  will  confider  no  more, 
tior  think,  nor  live  any  longer  than  I  fhail  call  Eugenia  mine. 

Enter  Lady  Maggot,  Wildhre  and  Prifcilla. 

La  Mag .  <t)n  Heaven  they  are  here  with  my  Nephew,  the  lewd  eft  wretch 
that  ever  breath’d  this  wicked  air,  but  hold ! 

Clara.  What  delicate  man  is  this  ?  He  is  a  moft  furprizing  creature,  Heav’n  ! 
would  1  had  not  feen  him  !  Clara  looking  about >fpies  Wildhre  firfi. 

Wild.  What  Angel’s  this  ?  Ine’rfaw  Beauty  till  this  minuce.  She  has  itruck 
.me  under  the  left  Pap. 
jjp  Clara.  Oh  my  Mother. 

La.  Mag.  Do  you  ftart  you  Baggages  ?  were  it  not  in  the  Park,  Pd  make 
you  fuch  Examples  of  my  Rage— come  along  — I'll  rout  you  out  of  this  place. 
Go,  go  packing  through  St.  James's  houfe :  I’ll  bring  up  tne  Rear.  Follow 
’em  you  old  Gipfy,  Governed.  Nephew  how  dare  you  commit  this  outrage, 
this  infoleuce  upon  me  /  Avoid  my  prefence,  and  never  more  come  near  me 
or  my  houfe. 

Wild.  This  new  Beauty  has  fir’d  me,  and  blown  me  up. 

Sir  Will.  Look  thee,  my  Termagant,  Mafculine,  He-Aunt,  if  thou  ufeft  me 
or  my  Coufins  thus,  I  will  fcowre,  and  roar  thee  out  of  Soho- Square  into 
Mark-lane  again:  And  that  will  break  thy  heart. 

La.  Mag.  1  will  confider  of  that.  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  let  me  ft  ill  hold  the 
honour  of  your  company  ;  hafte,  hafte.  7o  Wildfire* 

Wild.  Why  how  now  Tom  ! 

Sir  Will.  Peace  Will  peace,  I’ll  keep  my  time:  [Ex.  Wild,  and  Ladj  Mag. 
Tope.  What  a  Devil  has  Tom  Wildfire  taken  up  my  Aunt  ?  Enter  Tope. 
Tope.  How  now  Knight  Errant,  have  you  done  adventuring  for  Surgeons 
work  ?  *ti$  almoft  Dinner  time,  Ilong  for  Brimmers,  did  you  fee  who  went 
off  with  your  Aunt !  is  fhe  given  to  ftumble  ?  will  fhe  take  a  ftone  in  her  Ear  ? 

Sir  Will  She  comes  of  a  good  ftrain  by  the  Males,  but  come  along  with  m* 
we’ll  make  ’em  a  vifit,  what  Rogues  are  thefe  ?  [Enter  Whac.  Ding,  and  Sluft. 
They  have  dog’d  and  ftar’dat  us  ever  fince  we  came  into  the  Park,  one  looks 
like  a  tawdry  Spark  of  theCity>  and  the  other  two  like  Bayliffs  follower?, 

Whach .  Sir,  I  underftand  Sir,  that  you  are  Sir  William  Rant r  Sir. 

Sir  Will.  I  am,  what  then  ? 

Whac .  Nay  no  offence,  my  name  is  Tim  Whachum ,  Alderman  Whachunts  Son 
deceafed,  and  Alderman  Maggot  your  Uncle  in  laws  Nephew. 

Sir  Will.  It  may  be  fo. 

Tope*  What  would  this  Puppy  be  at  ? 

Whach.  1  have  feen  your  Perfon  before,  and  admir’d  you,  I  have  feen  you 
fcower  fo  rarely,  Sir  1  have  had  a  mighty  Ambition  for  the  honour  of  your  ac- 
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quaintance ;  For  my  part  Sir,  I  am  a  very  mad  Fellow  as  any  wears  a  head, 
and  I  conceive  Sir  you  love  a  mad  Fellow. 

Sir  Will .  A  very  plea  fa  nt  Rafcaf. 

Whacb.  I  have  heard  Sir,  that ;  you  delight  much  in  drinking,  whoring, fcow- 
ring,  beating  the  Watch,  breaking  Windows  and  ferenading,  and  the  like  Sir. 

Sir  Will .  Was  there  ever  fuch  anawkard  Rogue,  to  make  a  man  out  of  love 
wi:h  Lewdnefs. 

Wbac.  Now  if  there  be  madder  Fellows  about  the  Town  than  I,  and  my 
two  Companions —-Why  we  have  been  bound  over  to  the  Seflions  three^imes 
this  week.  I  fuppofe  you  may  have  heard  of  our  soaring  about  Hclbourn,  Fet¬ 
ter-lane,  Salisbury- court,  &c , 

Sir  Will.  Yes  i  have  Sir,  and  you  are  mod:  gallant,  and  magnanimous  Fel¬ 
lows.  Now  all’s  out  Jack  Tope,  we  will  fo  Twinge  thefe  Rogues,  Here’s  a 
Feilow  efthis  Nuncles  breeding. 

Whach •  Now  good  noble  Sir  if  you  pleafe  to  honour  us  with  your  Acquain¬ 
tance,  I  vow  to  Gad  Sir,  1  (hall  be  as  proud  Sir,  as  proud  Sir  as  — — 

Sir  Will  Sir  ?tis  much  to  my  Advantage,  and  1  embrace  the  honour  moft 

greedily. 

Whacb .  Well  here’s  the  fineft  Gentleman  that  ever  beat  a  Conftable,  let  him 
be  whom  he  will ,  Sir,  Sir  I  am  moft  infinitely  overjoy'd,  be  pleas'd  to  knowr 
my  Friends,  Godsookes,  they  are  as  gallant  Fellows  as  ever  walk’d  theftreets 
at  Midnight.  A 

Sir  Will.  Your  Servant  Gentlemen. 

Ding,  Your  moft  obfequious  Spaniel. 

Bluft.  Your  moft  humble  Trout. 

Tope.  Trout !  Pox  on  him  for  a  Blockhead,  is  that  Fellow  a  Trout  l 

Sir  Will.  Be  pleas'd  to  know  my  Friend. 

Whacb.  Sir  1  am  no  Stranger  to  your  Worth,  and  Magnanimity ;  now  no¬ 
ble  £ir  if  you,  and  your  Gang  will  compleat  this  Hononr,  and  Tup  with  us  to 
night  at  the  Bear  and  Harrow,  behind  St.  Clements ,  where  we  intend  to  begin 
our  Frolick  ;  it  may  be  Sir  you  may  fee  fcowringthat  will  not  be  amifs. 

Sir  Will.  We  will,  be  Tore  to  befpeak  a  good  Supper. 

Whach.  Damme  I  am  overjoy’d  Sir,  if  we  joy  n  together  we’ll  carry  all  the 
Town  before  us,  your  Servant  Tweet  Sir,  I’ll  be  Tare  to  befpeak  Supper,  do 
you  love  a  huge  Shoulder  of  Mutton  and  Oyfters,  and  a  couple  of  fat  Capons 
in  the  firft  place. 

Sir  Vl^ill.  Aye  aye,  very  well ;  at  Eight  let  it  be. 

VVhac\  Come  Dingboy  and  Blufler ,  I  am  tranfported,  I  have  much  ado  to 
forbear  Huzzaing  in  the  Mall.  Exit  Whachum,  Biufter  and  Dingboy. 

Tope.  Did  yeu  c Ver  meet  fuch  naufeous  Ratals,  they  will  convert  more  than 
the  drunken  Spartan  Slaves. 

Sir  Will.  Whett  thy  Rage  and  let  us  make  examples  ofem,  now  will  I  teaze 
my  haughty  Aunt,  and  confound  my  foottfh  Uncle.  Exeunt. 

ACT  III.  i 
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Enter  Wildf.  La.  Mag.  Eugenia,  Clara,  Prifcilla. 

L.  Mag.QO,  you  young  Rebellious  Sluts,  I  have  you  fafe;  I’ll  teach  you  to 
O  go  to  the  Park. 

Eugen .  So  you  do,  by  your  own  example. 

L.  Mag.  Yes,  Hufwife,  1  am  experienced,  and  proof  againft  temptation,  by 
my  known  Vertue  and  Wifdcm. 

Clara.  And  we  doubt  not  but  our  unknown  Vertue  and  Wifdom,  as  yog 
call  it,  will  defend  us  too. 

L.  Mag .  How  now,  Mrs.  Milkfop,  are  you  grown  pert  and  refradtory  ? 

Prifc.  She,  (he  is  as  bad  as  t’other  every  whit. 

L.  Mag.  There’s  none  fo  bad  as  thee,  old  pufs.  Thou  filthy,  toothlefs,  y 
wormeaten  old  Maid,  1*11  maul  thee,  thou  Witch  o fEndor.  [She  beats  and 

Prifc .  Murther,  Murther,  Murther,  will  you  throttle  me?  kicks  hr. 

Wild.  I  cannot  live  without  my  pretty  Creature :  What  charms  are  thefe  l 
What  do  I  feel  ? 

Clara .  Oh  Sifter,  the  fight  of  this  man  has  ruin’d  me  ;  1  never  {hall  recover 
it. 

Eugen.  Ah !  art  thou  there  faith,  recover  it  :  Why,  who  would  put  a  ftop- 
to  love  ?  Give  Reins  to  it,  and  let  it  run  away  with  thee. 

L.  Mag .  Oh  /  prodigious  and  amazing  ;  Did  they  fay  all  this  ? 

Prifc .  Yes,  that  they  did,  and  ten  times  more:  So  they  did,  what  would 
you  have  me  do  ?  They  faid  they  would  throw  off  your  Tyranny,  and  have 
no  more  to  do  with  you. 

Lt  Mag.  Oh,  Heaven  !  Is  this  true  ?  Did  you  fay  fo,  young  Rebels  ? 

Eugen .  Yes,  and  arerefoiv’d  to  dofo.  Sifter,  take  courage,  and  fpeak  thy 
mind; 

Clara.  We  were  not  made  to  be  mew’d  up  like  the  Hawks  in  moulting  time. 
r  Eugen.  We  were  born  free,  and  we’ll  prefer ve  that  freedom  ;  we  have 
learn’ d  more  Wit  than  to  call  Self-defence  Rebellion. 

Wildf.  Brave  mettled  Girls  ;  I  grow  mad  in  Love,  and  ’twill  breakout 
into  a  flame.  [Afide. 

L .  Mag .  Moft  amazing  impudent  Girls ;  I’ll  tear  your  eyes  out. 

Eugen.  Offer  to  ufe  us  thus  one  moment  longer,  and  1  will  choofe  my  Unkle* 
Rant  my  Guardian, 

Clara.  And  I  am  refolv’d  to  do  the  fame.^ 

L.  Mag ;  Moft  incredible  impudence,  let  me  come  at  ’em, 

Wildf  . 
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WiUf.  1  Befeech  your  Lady  ftiip.  takes  Eugenia  andC lara  by  the  hands t 

If  you  be  unkind  as  you  are  fair,  i  am  for  ever  miferabie.  [ Prtvately  to  Clara. 

Clara.  Hea'v’n  !  wfiat  do  1  hear! 

L.  Mag.  Sir,  I  humbly  demand  your  pardon  ;  I  muft  confefs,  the  diforders 
of  my  Family  have  tranfported  me  into  an  indecent  paffion,  which' a  Lady  of 
my  Quality  fhould  not  have  expofed  to  a  perfon  fo  gallant  and  well-bred  as 
your  felf. 

Wildf.  Pardon  me,  Madam. 

L.  Mag.  But  you  (ball  find,  Noble  Sir,  that  (he  who  can  to4  extravagance 
be  fenfibie  of  affronts  and  injuries,  can  with  as  much  zeal  and  ardency,  refent 
the  generous  favour  you  have  loaded  her  with. 

Wildf  Madam,  you  make  me  blufh  with - 

L.  Mag.  And  l’il  affure  you,  Sir,  there  is  not  a  perfon  living,  who  can  be 
more  grateful  to  a  perfon,  that  obliges  any  perfon,  than  1  (hall  (how  my  felf  to 
your  Noble  Perfon. 

Eugen.  Hey  :  What  Riddle’s  this  ? 

Clara.  Oh,  Eugenia,  pity  me  :  I  am  ruin’d  !  loft  to  all  the  World  ! 

Eugw.  But  to  him,  and  him,  and  only  him. 

L.  'Mag.  You  young  Rebellious  Sluts,  go  to  yourChamber3  I’ll  come  to  you 
and  clifcourfe  thefe  matters  calmly  with  you. 

Eugen.  We’ll  obey.  [ 'Exeunt  Eugenia  and  Clara. 

L .  Mag.  You  Cecropia ,  when  they  are  in  their  Chamber  lock  the  Door  upon 
them,  and  keep  the  Key,  or  I  will  ftrangle  thee,  thou  old  wither’d  (he  Baboon. 

Prifc .  Hey  ho,  hey  ho,  what  (hall  I  fay,  what  (hall  i  do  !  Exit  Prifc/ 

Wildf.  I  am  finely  drawn  in  /  Muft  I  come  at  the  Daughter  by  the  Mother  ? 
my  Conicience  ne’r  will  ferve  me,  that’s  certain :  She’s  furious  too,  what 
the  Devil  (hall  I  do  to  keep  her  off  $  I’ll  try  great  civility  and  refpett  to  her. 

La.  Mag.  Now  noble  Sir,  I  befeech  you  pleafe  to  retire  where  we  (hall  have 
a  fitter  place  and  opportunity  more  apt  to  exprefs  my  grateful  refentments. 

'Wildf.  For  Heavens  (ake.  Madam,  put  not  a  value  upon  nothing ;  you 
have  thofe  charms,  thofe  graces,  and  that  wit  and  beauty,  that  all. the  fer- 
vices  of  my  life  would  be  too  little  to  exprefs  thepaflion  which  I  have  for  you. 

La.  Magi  Oh  Lord,  Sir,  forme  !  aperfonthat — l  befeech  you  Sir  let  us 
retire,  fince  1  have  fomething  to  impart  to  you,  in  which  I  willingly  would 
not  meet  an  interruption. 

Wtldf.  1  am  yours,,  and  only  yours.  Ex.  Wildf.  and  Lady . 

Enter  Prifcilla. 

Prifc.  So  now  they  are  fure,  1  have  ’em  under  Lock  and  Key,  I  warrant’em. 

Enter  Sir  Humphry  Maggot,  Whachum,  Blufter  and  Dingboy. 

Sir  Humph.  How  now  old  Prifc .  Where  is  my  Lady  ? 

Prifc.  With  a  Gentleman who  came  to  vi  fit  her,  in  her  Chamber;  he  is  a 
granger,  J  know  him  not.  But  lsil  take  care  (he  (hall  not  be  furpriz’d:  Afide . 

Sir  Hump.  Tell  her  I  am  here,  bid  ’em  haften  dinner  and  bid  the  Butler 
bring  fome  Hock  for  a  whet ;  we  in  the  City  can’t  eat  without  feveral  whets 
in  a  forenoon. 

Which.  1  whet  fo  often  when  I  am  there,  that  at  laft  ’tis  a  blunt. 

Sir 
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Sir  Humph.  Well  faid  Nephew,  you  (hall  fee  your  Miftrefs  prefentlV. 

Enter  Butler  'with  a  Bottle , 

Come,  here  fill  a  Glafs.  May  1  crave  your  names  again,  Gentlemen. 

Blufler .  Mine  is  Blufter. 

Dingboy.  And  mine  is  Dingboy . 

Sir  Humph.  Brave  names  for  bold  pleaders  at  the  Bar: 

Whach.  They  plead  at  the  Bar/  ha,  ha5  ha;  They  may  hold  up  their 
hands  thore,  but  never  hold  tip  a  breviatd  to  point  at  a  Judge  with.  -Afide. 
Sir  Humph.  Come  Nephew  all  of  us  chockon,  tftockon,  to  an  abfent  friend, 

ha,  hum  ;  you  know - no  more  to  be  faid.  They  clajh  their  Glaffes. 

ffhach.  Bluff.  Ding.  With  all  our  heart?. 

Sir  Humph.  Well,  things  will  come  about  again.  Let  me  tell  you,  wefhall 
be  upon  a  right  bottom  once  more. 

Blufi.  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  fay  fc:  Your  Worfhip’s  a  wife  man. 

Whuch.  As  wears  a  Head  in  the  City. 

Ding.  As  wears  a  pair  of  Horns  there.  Afide. 

Sir* Humph.  Look  you,  the  King  of  France  will  have  the  greateft  Fleet  in  the 
World  at  the  Needles  by  February-  ■ 

VVbach.  But  thofe  French  do  fo  burn  Houfes,  Churches,  Barns,  Men,  Wo¬ 
men  and  Children,  that  I  amafFraid  they'll  do  a  great  deal  of  hurt. 

Sir  Hump .  Ay  that’s  to  their  Enemies,  but  they  are  our  Friends,  Did  not  the 
Grand  Lev/is  declare  fo  ?  and  that  he  lov’d  the  Church  l  by  that  brave  and 
gallant  Perfon,  our  Friend  Admiral  Bagnio. 

Whacb.  Oh  ay,  all  hedoes  is  out  of  kindnefs  to  us,  and  the  fincere  Friend- 
fhip  he  has  for  his  Kindred,  I’ll  tell  you,  but  we  fay  here  that,  the  Turks  are 
beaten. 

Sir  Hump.  Pifh  not  a  word,  alas  we  never  have  any  Truth,  a  worthy  Ro¬ 
man  Cathoiick  whom  I  rely  upon,  told  me  that  this  fame  Duke  of  Croy  loft  his 
whole  Army,  and  ran  away  by  himfelf  to  the  Emperour,  and  the  Turks  are 
now  in  poffelfion  of  that  Bridge  and  Town,  and  County  of  what  do  you  call 
’em,  of  Effex  in  Moldavia,  and  Teckley  and  the  great  Bafhaw  have  coop’d  up 
the  German  Army.  Give  us  another  Whett. 

What.  Come  on. 

'Sir  Hemp-  Here’s  to  the  Turk,  the  Tope ,  and  King  of  France ,  we  are  of  one 
fidpnow. 

H  Blufi.  &  Ding.  Come  on.  ~ 

Sir  Hump.  We  hear  all  Lyes  :  I  warrant  you  think  Cork  and  Kinfale  are  ta¬ 
ken,  No  no  no*  not  a  word  ;  but  come  we  (hall  have  my  Wife  or  fome  body 
come  to  interrupt  us,  let’s  retire  into  my  Imoaking  Room,  and  we’d  difeourfe 
freely  of  thefts tfairs.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Lady  Maggot  arid  Wildfire. 

Wild.  *Gh  Madam  the  great  Tendernefs  I  have  for  Ladyfhips  honour,  chills 
my  blood.  .  *4 a®  , 

/Lady  Mag.  " Tis  generoufl.y  fpqken  moft  noble  S-if,  though  I  am  perfeft  mi- 

lirefs  of  my  own  houfe. 
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Wild.  Oh  Madam  the  danger  affrights  me  from  the  chief  happinefs :  Iwifh 
on  earth  never  man  had  fuch  a  paffion  as  I  have  for  her  Daughter.  a  fide. 

Lady  Mag.  So  generous  a  paffion,  I  cannot  but  think  an  honour  tome,  but 
l  muft  have  all  go  in  the  Platonick  way  henceforth.  I  (hall  make  bold  to  call 
you  my  Strephon ,  and  l  befeech  you  to  accept  of  this  Ring. 

Wild.  Dear  Madam  you  confound  me. 

Lady  Magi  Dear  Sir  it  muft  not  be  refufed,  I  vow’d  never  to  part  with  it 
but  as  a  pledge  of  my  affe&ion,  and  you  being  the  worthieft  Gentleman  I  ever 

faw. 

Wild.  You  undo  me  with  your  Favours ;  this  may  be  of  ufe  as  I  will  make 
it.  afide.  1  long  tohave  the  honour  of  your  Ladyfhips  converfation  at  my 
houfe,  where  I  may  fully  exprefs  the  violent  paffion  I  have. 

Lady  Magi  Sweet  Sir  /  (  A  Flourijli  of  Fiddles. )  Ha  what  noife  is  that?  fome 
Rogues,  Fidters  are  co  me  to  welcome  my  Daughters  to  Town ;  I’ll  leave  you 
for  a  moment  Sir  to  fee  if  they  be  fafe.  Exit  Lady  Maggot/ 

Wild.  What  a  prize  would  this  be  to  a  young  Fellow,  who  wanted  a  keep¬ 
er,  who  can  part  with  fuch  a  Ring  for  a  bare  promife,  which  I  am  fured  ne’r 
will  keep.  Enter  Sir  William  Rant. 

Sir  Will.  What  is  there  no  body  in  the  houfe  ?  hah  Tom  what  will  nothing 
ferve  you  but  my  Family,  but  fhe  is  by  the  half  blood. 

Wild .  Upon  my  honour  Will,  thou  art  in  the  wrong,  I  have  no  defign  upon 
thy  Aunts  perfon,  but  I  hope  to  make  her  my  inftrument  for  ftealing  one  of 
her  Daughters  perfons. 

Sir  VFill.  How,  one  of  her  Daughters  / 

Wild.  You  know  I  have  a  good  clear  Eftate,  I  faw  your  two  Coufyis  by 
accident,  and  am  fo  devillifhly  in  Love  with  one  of  ’em,  that  1  am  refolv’d  if 
1  can,  even  to  marry  her  for  one  good  night,  though  I  were  fure  to  be  hang’d 
next  Morning- 

Sir  Will.  As  for  the  honour  of  my  Aunt,  lye  with  her  when  you  will,  and 
I’ll  be  no  more  concerned  than  other  Sparks  about  the  Town  are  for  their 
Sifters;  but  for  my  Coufms  know  1  am  in  love  to  greater  madnefs  with  one 
of  ’em,  and  if  yours  happens  to  be  her,  I  am  fure  that  both  of  us  fhall  not  live. 

Wild.  Thou  knoweft  Will ,  I  am  not  capable  of  fear,  if  it  be  my  fate  to  be 
in  Love  with  the  fame,  lean  bewayl  it,  ,but  can  never  alter. 

Sir  Will .  Keep  me  in  doubt  no  longer,  in  this  cafe  a  (hort  clearing  of  the 
matter's  beft. 

Wild.  You  are  in  the  right,  and  it  muft  out,  it  is 

Sir  Will.  Which. 

VFild.  The  youngeft. 

Sir  VFill  My  dear  dear  Tommy ,  let  me  hug  and  kifs  thee ;  go  on  and 
profper.  Til  afilft  thee*  Enter  Lady  Maggot. 

La.  Mag\  Mercy  on  me,  who’s  here/  are  they  fuch  dear  friends  ?  What 
will  become  of  me  1  Yet  fure  he’s  a  man  of  Honour ;  he  has  too  faft  hold  on 
me,  and  ’tis  too  face  to  retreat. 

Sir  Will.  Oh  my  fweet,  my  honour’d  Aunt,  your  humble  fervant ;  it  is  a 
common  blockheaded  trick  to  ferenade  and  difturb  people  at  midnight,  lam 
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eome  to  ferenade  you  at  Noon,  and  have  ordered  my  dinner  to  come  hither* 
I  come  a  houfe-  warming. 

La  Mag.  Unheard  of  Impudence,  thou  moft  audacious  Fellow,  thou  only 
blemifh  of  our  Family,  did  I  not  forbid  thee  my  houfe  ?  mult  thou  biing 
Infamy  where  it  never  entred. 

*  Sir  Will .  Look  thee  Aunt,  if  thou  wilt  be  civil  and  well  bred,  I  will  kifs  thy 
Hand,  make  Legs  and  ufe  thee  like  a r  Aunt,  but  if  wars  mult  enfue,  I  will  roar 
and  fcowre  thy  houfe  fo,  that  thou  mighteft  lye  as  quietly  in  a  befieged  Town, 
with  Bombs  and  Carcafies  flying  about  thy  Lodging. 

Lady  Mag.  Avaunt  thou  Devil  incarnate.  Til  order  thee. 

Sir  Will.  Nay  then,  enter  my  Friend  Jack  Tope ,  all  my  Singers,  and  Fiddles, 
and  my  whole  Equipage  De  boyrct 

Wild.  Fear  not  your  perfon,  Til  proteft  it. 

La  Mag .  You  fhall  not  expo fe  your  own  for  it,  molt  generous  Sir,  Til  order 
him,  lewd  wretch. 

Sir  Will.  Come,  enter.  Enter  Tope,  Sir  Williams  Servants  and  Muficians . 

Lady  Magg.  Help,  help,  here  Mr.  Alderman,  Mr  .Maggot. 

Sir  Will.  Strike  up  my  Lads.  They  all  roar  and fing  and  play  the  Turn 

Tope.  Come  on  my  Boys,  halloo.  of \  Let  the  Souldiers  rejoyce. 

Come  Lady  give  me  thy  hand,  dance  and  Frisk  pbout. 

Lady  Mag.  Hang  the  old  Coxcomb,  Hold,  hold,  hold,  Mr.  Maggot ,  Mr. 
Maggot.  Enter  Sir  Hump.  Whac.  Bluft.  Ding.  &  Butler,  •with  other  Servants. 

Sir  Hum.  Hah,  Gad  forgive  me,  who  are  here  ? 

Sir  Will.  Oh  honeft  Alderman,  nown  Nuncle,  i’  faith  we  are  come  to  roar 
a  little  with  thee,  and  we  have  ordered  our  Dinner,  we  cc  me  a  ho  ufe- 
warming. 

Lady  Mag.  Oh  thou  tame  Beaft,  wilt  thou  hear  them  fpeak  ?  make  a  War* 
rant  and  fend  them  to  the  Gatehcufe ,  or  Newgate. 

Sir  Humph.  Oh  Nephew  have  acare  of  him,  let’s  retire. 

Sir  WilLt  Look  you  Mr.  Alderman,  A  have  lecured  the  Pafs,  If  you  will  be  a 
good  towardly.Unkle  and  fake  advice  by  me,  it  fhall  be  muft  profound  peace, 
and  great  Civility,  but  if  you  will  provoke  me,  Til  make  you  fpeod  your  time 
very  imeafiiy. 

Vlf&ac.  Oh  rare,  Blttfier  and  Dingboy ,  here  will  be  gallant  fport,,  to  pyr 
Hearts  defire. 

La.  Mag .  Oh  pitiful  Nincompoop,  what  doft  fear  him  ? 

Sir  Hump.  Good  Chicken,  have  a  little  patience. 

Tope.  Confider  Madam,  patience  is  a  great  vertue  for  a  Lady  of  your  years. 

Lady  Mag.  My  years,  1  (pit  at  thee  thou  old  mufty  Rafcal,  mv  years  i  Oh 
thou  cowardly  Wittal,  is  thy  wife  Nephew  a  coward  too  ;  1  will  thunder  in 
their  ears. 

Sir  Hump.  Nay  let  thee  alone  thou  art  a  notable  Girl 

La.  Mag.  Begone  you  Villains,  lewd  Rafcals. 

Sir  Will.  Strike  up,  outnoifeher!  'They  roar ,  and  fingA  atod  play ;  and  leap 

La.  Mag.  Ruffians,Vagabouds,Ragemuffians,  about  1  and  fo  do  Whachum, 
Slaves,  Dogs,  Scoundrels,  hold*  hold,  hold.  Blufter  and  Dingboy 
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Sir  Will.  Hold,  hold,  (hall  we  come  to  Articles  of  Peace  ? 

Sir  Will.  Oh  Gallant !  Oh  rare  (port !  Vy  Gad  they  are  the  flneft  Gentle¬ 
men  in  Chriftendome. 

Sir  Hump.  Mercy  on  me  Nephew,  did  you  fing  and  rejoyce  with  them. 

VVhach.  Gad  take  me  Sir,  ’tis  fuch  a  pretty  Tune,  flcih  and  blood  could  not 
forbear. 

Tope.  Alderman,  I  Will  Twinge  thee  with  .brimmers,  and  make  thy  old  moul¬ 
dy  Aiderraanfhip,  more  drunk  than  ever  any  of  the  huzzaing,  roaring,  loyal 
Rafcals  were,  who  would  have  given  up  the  City  Charter. 

Wild.  1  befeech  you  Madam,  didemble  a  little  patience,  they  {hall  give  a 
fevere  account  upon  my  honour. 

La.  Mag.  Well  you  have  filenc’d  me,  and  in  Tome  meafure  appeafed  me 
fince  you  lay  youintend  only  a  civil  Mufick  Confort  and  a  Dance,  what  would 
you  more,  I  am  tame. 

Sir  Will.  I  muft  have  both  my  Coufins,  it  is  my  intention  to  welcome  them 
to  Town. 

Lady  Mag.  Out  of  my  houfe,  you  (hail  be  hang’d  firft,  bring  Infamy  upon 
them,  they  are  far  enough  off. 

Sir  Witt-.  Ralph  fecure  the  piffes,  and  let  no  body  out,  fend  for  my  precife 
houfe-keeper,  and  inftruft  her  as  i  bid  thee. 

Ralph.  Yes,  I  muft  do  it. 

Sir  Will.  Gome  my  Lads  march  and  roar,  I  will  fearch  every  Room  in  the 
houfe,  but  I  will  have  her.  Ex.  Sir  William  and  Fiddles ,  &c. 

La.  Mag.  Oh  thou  fneaking  old  Fumbling  Fool  l  get  thou  out  thou  Coward, 
Maggot,  Infedt,  Nittworm. 

Sir  Hump.  Why  Chicken,  chicken,  chicken. 

La.  Mag*  Get  thee  out  I  fay,  and  fend  for  a  Conftable,  and  fend  them  to 
Jail-  She  heats  him  out . 

VWdf.  Come  along  Madam,  l3il  protect  you,  and  appeafe  them,  put  on  a 
little  patience,  and  I’ll  warrant  you  all  (hall  be  well.  [Exeunt  Wild,  and  Lady. 

Whac,  Huzza  my  dear  Rafcals  !  Here’s  a  day  i  here's  a  happy  day  /  Let’s 
hugg  and  kite  one  another,  oh  my  brave  Midnight-boys,  what  a  night  (hall 
we  have  with  this  rare,  this  excellent,  this  moft  accomplifh’d.  Gentleman  /  Oh 
1  could  kifs  the  ground  he  goes  upon. 

Bluft,  Now  we  are  leagu’d,  we’ll  govern  all  the  Town  by  night. 

l)ing.  We  fhall  be  ftil’d  the  High  and  Mighty  Princes  of  the  night. 

VVhaCi  Shall  our  dull  Loggerheaded  Magiftrates  think  to  rule  the  City, with 
old  decrepid  Fools  in  Rug- gowns,  and  P  urr’d  Caps,  no  let  them  govern  by  day, 
but  Gad  take  me,  we  honeft  Fellows  wiilfwagger  by  Night,  Boys,  Ha  Rogues, 
have  at  them,  hey.  Exit  Alderman. 

Sir  Hump.  What  (hall  l  do?  Look,  my  Nephew  and  his  Companions  re¬ 
joyce  as  much  as  any  of ’em. 

Whach.  Hold  ;  my  Uncle  !  to  them. 

Sir  Hump .  Students  of  the  Law, quoth  he  !  Rakehells  damn’d  Rakehells,  pray 
£pme  'and  retire  with  me.  .  *  Exeunt. 
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Enter  Sir  Will.  Euge,  Clara,  Lady  Mag.  Wild.  Tope.  All  the  Mufiyck  and 
Servants ,  finging  and  roarings  &c. 

Sir  Will.  Madam  this  is  to  lave  the  trouble  of  a  Habeas  Corpus,  to  free  my 
Coufmsfrom  illegal  Imprifonment. 

Lady  Mag.  to  Wild.  Well  I  will  have  patience  Sir,  but  to  morrow  into  the 
Country  they  go,  and  (hall  never  Come  into  this  wicked  Town,  till  their  Huf- 
bandsfhall  think  fit  to  bring ’em. 

Wild .  You  will  do  well.  [  to  her . 

but  I  (hall  take  care  to  prevent  you.  ajide. 

Tope.  We  Knights  Errant,  Lady,  are  bound  by  our  .noble  order  to  fuccour 
diftreffed  Damfels,  and  free  them  from  enchanted  Cattles,  and  to  mall  Gyants , 
and  more  fell  creatures,  your  Viragos  Madam,  your  Viragos,  hah. 

Sir  Will.  Now  my  pretty  fweet  Coufins,  let  me  have  the  honour  to  enter¬ 
tain  you  with  Mufick,  as  your  welcome  to  Town,  this  is  a  Forenoon  Serenade. 

Eug.  Sir  *tis  a  favour  we  mutt  think  our  felves  obliged  for,  afrer  Bag-pipers, 
blind  Harpers,  and  Country  old-fa(hion’d  Virginal  Matters* 

Clara.  And  which  is  worfe  than  all,  the  full  cry  of  a  country  Cathedral. 

Lady  Mag.  Very  well,  very  well  Baggages,  I'll  order  you.  ajide. 

Let  ’em  begin  Sir  William. 

Sir  Will.  Now  you  are  my  good  Aunt,  I  love  and  honour  you,  now  I  have 
brought  you  to  reafon,  come  Gentlemen  begin. 

Tope .  Where’s  my  Alderman  ?  my  dear  Alderman  ?  I  mutt  have  him  here, 

I  will  fetch  him  in.  Exit  Tope. 

Re-enter  with  the  Alderman  Whachum,  Blufter  and  Dingboy. 

Wildf.  If  you  do  not  contrive  fuddenly,  to  get  your  ^unr  out  of  the  way 
for  a  moment,  that  1  may  fpeak  to  my  Mittrds,  I  am  utterly  ruin’d.  Ml  tell 
you  the  Reafon. 

Sir  Will.  1  warrant  you,  after  the  dance  expeft  I  have  a  way,  Mufick. 
^\Eug.  9  I  is  admirable  Mufick.  A  Song. 

Clara .  And  well  performed. 

Sir  Hump.  I  charge  you  Nephew,  avoid  this  Company,  as  you  would  Bears 
or  Tygers. 

Whach .  Avoid  ’em,  no  Ill  hang  firft,  good  Nuncle,  J  intend  to  throw  off 
your  Yoke  immediately,  our  fcownng  cannot  be  long  conceal’d. 

Tope  Pox  1  hate  thefe  melancholy,  foolifli,  love  Madrigals,  with  damn’d 
imitation  of  the  Italians  quavering  and  divi  fion,  one  Jolly  drinking  Song,  is 
worth  a  thoufand,  you  (hall  let  me  have  my  Frolick,  fing  me  a  Ghaujon  de 
boire.  A  drinking  Song.  Hah  this  is  right,  f 

Gad  there’s  fome  mettal  in  this,  a  Pox  of  Phillis  and  Cloris,  this  is  my  Frolick. 

Sir  Will.  Tis  very  well  Jack,  now  (trike  up  for  a  Dance,  and  by  that  tifne 
Dinner  will  enter. 

Tope.  Come  along  my  Lads,  hem,  hem,  now  Madam  5fou  (hall  fee  who’s 
old,  i  will  be  Matter  of  the  Revels,  and  couple  ye,  here  Mdermin  you  (hall 
dance  with  my  Lady,  no  parting  Man  and  Wife,  ner  difpute,  G.d  it  (hall  be 
fo  :  Here  Will  here’s  a  Lady  for  you.  He  gives  him  Eugenia. 

Tom  Wildfire  here’s  a  Lady  for  you,  gives  him  Clara; 
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for  my  felf,  I  have  a  pretty  young  Jade  in  my  Eye,  here  come  out,  come 
1  fay,  VU  feague  thee  away  iJ  faith,  ftrike  up,  ftrike  up,  men  of  Rofin,  Old  ! 
Gad  take  me,  HI  fee  who’s  old  now. 

Sir  Will.  Why  thou  art  a  Youth,  a  Lad  Jack  in  thy  prime. 

Lady  Mag.  Oh  thou  old  fumbling  cowardly  Fellow  to  bear  ail  this,  i’ll  order 
thee,  Old  Mumps. 

Sir  Hump,  Gad  forgive  me,  what  a  fad  life  {hall  I  live  with  ?  Chicken, 

Tops.  Strike  up  again. 

VVhac.  What  a  Pox  they  make  nothing  of  me,  but  Pi!  make  fomething  of 
my  felf,  they  fhali  find.  They  dance ,  Whacum  jumps  and  ^rutsy  and 

Dance.  dances  awkardly  with  them. 

Sir  VyilL  Now  Tom  watch,  my  Lady  will  follow  me :  Madam  1  beg  the 
Honour  of  one  word  in  the  next  Room.  fSir  Will,  draws  Eug.'  to  the  next  Room . 

Eug.  I  will  if  it  be  only  to  teafe  my  Mother. 

Tope.  Come  my  little  Rogue,  let  us  retire,  Alderman  I  will  lye  with  thy 
Maid,  and  make  thee  drunk,  and  that  will  be  a  good  days  work. 

Sir  Humph.  Go  you  are  a  Wag,  i*  faith  you  are. 

Lady  Mag.  Oh  Impudence !  My  vile  Nephew  run  away  with  my  Daughter, 
along  with  me  old  Fool,  with  your  Nephew  and  his  Friends,  come,  come. 

Sir  Hump.  Well  Chicken  well,  come  along  Nephew  and  Students. 

Exeunt  Lady,  Sir  Humphry, Whachum,  Blufter  and  Dingboy. 

Wild.  Madam  your  opportunities  are  fo  few,  and  like  to  be  fewer,  that  it 
were  an  unpardonable  fin  to  let  one  flip,  your  mo  ther  intends  to  fend  you  in¬ 
to  the  Country  by  violence  to  morrow  morning,  you  fee  Madam  I  dare  not 
addrefs  to  you  before  her. 

Clara .  Sir  you  oblige  me  in  this  notice,  but  my  Sifter  and  we  will  prevent 
it.  - 

Wildf.  I  humbly  beg  the  honour  of  ferving  you,  never  man  had  fuch  a 
paflion  as  you  have  raifed  in  me, a  flame  will  ruihe  and  deftroy  me,  your  Per¬ 
son  nothing  cas  deferve,  but  my  Eftate  is  plentiful  without  incumbrance. 

Clara.  Pardon  me  Sir,  that!  am  fo  free  with  you,  you  are  a  wild  naan  of 
the  Town,  and  l  would  as  foon  commit  my  felf  to  the  Mercy  of  the  Sea,  in 
aftorm,  as  into  your  Hands. 

VWd.  I  ffiould  not  prefume  to  be  thus  daring  to  mention  love,  at  firft  en¬ 
counter,  but  that  the  difficulty  is  like  to  be  fo  great  of  feeing  you  ;  and  I  nauft 
let  you  know  it,  if  you  refu.fe  me,  I  muft  perifh,  and  1  dare  prophefy  you’ll 
be  unfortunate.  Enter  Prifcilla,  and  Exit  prefently . 

Prif.  Are  you  at  that  (port,  this  (hall  to  my  Lady. 

Clara.  ’Tis  better  to  be  unfortunate  than  foolifb. 

ipddf  Whatever!  have  been,  the  world  fhali  never  make  me  wild  again 
un lei's  your  fcorn  (hould  make  me  delperate,  and  then  what  fury  it  may  drive 
me  to  I  know  not. 

Clara.  Nor  have  I  reafon  to  be  concern’d,  ’twill  be  no  fault  of  mine.  Why 
doe*  the  cuftom  of  dur  fbblifh  Sex  oblige  us  to  lying,  I  fee  no  profped:  of  any 
thing  but  mine  ;  I  am  refolv’d  never  to  joyn  my  felf  to  Lewdnefs,  and  yet  his 
period  charms  me  into  madnefs,  oh  misfortune  !  She  weeps . 

Wildfi 


Wildf  I  (hall  wi(h  alLth©  world  except  your  felf,  on  fire  !  if  you  dcfpift 
me.  Enter  Whachum  fneakingly. 

Curfe  on  this  Rafcal,  I  could  willingly  cut  his  throat* 

JVbach.  Madam  your  molt  obedient  Servant*  Sir  under  the  Rofe  (he  is  my 
Miftrefs. 

Wildf  Damnation  on  this  Loggerhead. 

Whach.  PI)  tell  you  in  your  ear  her  Father  has  made  a  match  for  me  and  her, 
and  l  am  to  give  her  Mother  5-060/.  for  her,  ha,  hum. 

Wildf  Tis  very  well. 

IVhac..  Ay  but  you  area  man  of  honour,  to  tell  you  truth  I  am  for  the  Eldeft, 
(he  loves  a  mad  Fellow  like  me. 

Wildf  Now  Madem  confider,  your  Father  in  Law  has  made  a  match,  and 
your  Mother  has  fold  you  for  5-000 /,  to  this  Fuppy,but  he  fays  he  is  for  the  El- 
deft,  (he  loves  a  mad  Fellow  like  him 

Wbac.  Sir,  let  me  tell  you,  ’tis  fornewhat  uncivil  to  tell  words  that  I  (poke 
under  the  Rofe,  1  trufted  to  the  Faith  of  a  gallant  Scowrer. 

Wildf.  Thou  art  a  mighty  thick  skull’d  Coxcomb,  and  I  have  a  great  Temp¬ 
tation  to  tweak  thee  by  the  Nofe. 

Wbac .  Gad  fave  me  he  is  a  very  gallant  Gentleman. 

Enter  L .  Maggot  haling  in  Eugenia  by  the  Hand ,  Sir  Will,  and  Prif  follows. 

Lady  Mag .  Oh  outragious  Impudence  !  You  fteal  one  Daughter  out  of  mv 
prefence,  and  another  makes  love  to  her  I  left,  ill  blow  up  the  houfe  before 
I’ll  bear  this.  x 

Wildf  fpying  my  Lady.  Prithee  come  on  your  felf,  you  fneaking  City  wit  and 
make  love  to  your  Miftrefs  your  felf,  do  you  think  to  put  me  upon  it, 

Wbac .  What  a  Devil  do’s  he  mean.  afide. 

Wild .  You  are  the  bafhfulleft  Fop,  I  ever  faw,  prithee  ftand  up,  hold  up 
your  head,  and fpeak  vour  mind.  Oh  Madam  I  humbly  kifs  your  Ladyfhips 
hands,  your  Kinftnan  here  has  been  putting  me  upon  faying  fine  things  for  him. 

Lady  Mag.  lam  overjoy’d  to  find  you  the  fame  man  of  honour  I  thought 
you,  but  my  Nephew  Sir  William - * 

Wildf.  Madam,  I  never  keep  him  Company. 

Enter  Tope,  Alderman,  Blufter  and  Dingboy. 

Tope.  Come  on  my  Lads,  all  you  that  are  not  given  to  mornings  draughts 
rejoyce,  enter  Dinner  in  ftate,  come  in  Fiddles,  I  am  Sewer  and  will  march 
in  the  head  of  it.  Enter  Venifon,  Turbott,  Calvert  Salmon  and  the  reft ;  and 
let  the  lufty  Bearers  of  the  Twinging  Hamper  come,  do  you  Friends  bring  up 
the  Rear. 

Lady  Mag>  Well  1  will  dilTembIe,till  I  get  thefe  Rafcals  out  of  my  houfe.'  afide; 

•Wbac.  Oh  my  dear  Rogue  here  will  be  fport,  here  will  be  a  glorious  day  / 
Blufier  and  Dingboy  that  old  Gentleman  is  a  very  pretty  Gentleman ! 

Tope .  Now  itrikeup  and  march  along  Boys. 

They  march  out  with  Dimer ;  fingmg  and  roaring ,  and  old  Tope  in 
the  head  of  them* 

ACT  IV, 
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ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Eugenia,  Clara,  in  their  Chamber. 

Euge.  TTERE  will  be  fine  work  to  day,  the  Alderman  will  by  typfy’d  as  he 
JTx  calls  it,  my  Lady-mother  will  be  outragio  us;  but  It  feems  ihe  in¬ 
tends  us  for  the  Country  to  morrow. 

Clara.  Andhas  fold  me  for  f  oool.  to  the  Aldermans  moft impertinent  Nephew.' 
/  Euge.  And  no  doubt  has  made  as  good  a  bargain  for  me,  but  we  will  defeat 
hcrLadi(h;p :  And  for  that  end  1  withdrew  with  thee  to  confult  about  our  Delive¬ 
rance. 

Clara.  I  have  no  profpeft  of  Deliverance,  let  me  ftay  here,  or  go  into  the 
Country,  1  muft  be  for  ever  miferablc  ;  1  am  in  love  to  madnefs,  to  utter 

madnefs. 

Euge  No  fure  it  cannot  be,  did  not  I  hear  a  certain  young  Lady  fay,  (he 
would  not  fall  in  love  with  a  wild  man  of  the  Town,  tho  he  could  joynture  her 
with  the  Indies. 

Clara .  Oh  Eugenia !  ’tis  againft  my  will,  1  fooner  would  have  chofen  to  have 
been  blafted  with  Lightning  :  Love  (truck  as  fiercely  through  my  heart,  and 
as  little  could  1  refill  it :  But  prithee  do  not  triumph  over  my  Misfortune. 

Euge.  Misfortune  :  why  Loves  the  greateft  blelling  upon  Earth,  Life  is  no¬ 
thing  but  a  Shadow,  Love  is  tke  Subftance:  Methinks  I  (hould  be  nothing  buc 
a  moving  clod  without  it ;  Befides  he  loves  thee  asfurioufly  too,  what  wouldft 
thou  have  l 

Clara.  Not  him  of  all  the  world, 

Euge.  Nor  i  the  other,  till  I  fee  a  full  Reformation  in  his  Life,  and  Man¬ 
ner?;  if  they  think  us  worth  that,  they  will  foon  (hew  the  change,  if  they  do 
not,  lure  we  (hall  have  the  fenfeto  think  them  not  worthy  of  us. 

Clara,  i’hefe  wild  v  oung  men,  like  "Linder  (oon  take  Fire,  and  as  (bon  ’tis 
out  again ;  they’ll  never  change,  nor  has  Love  left  me  any  fence  but  of  my 
Mifery -  She  weeps  i 

Euge •  Poor  Clara  !  What  doft  weep  ?  poor  Girl,  thou  art  a  Maudlin  Lo¬ 
ver  ;  This  comes  of  Romances:  I  could  never  wean  thee  from  ’em,  for  my 
part  1  am  refol/d  to  keep  up  my  Spirit,  come  what  will. 

Clara.  Prithee  do  not  laugh  at  me,  to  be  a  Jeft  is  the  vileft,  and  moft  mi- 
ferable  of  Conditions. 

Euge.  And  that  thou  wilt  deferve,  ifthou  wilt  not  do  any  thing  towards  thy 
own  freedom,  thou  art  like  thofe  unreafonable  craven  Fellows  that  would 
do  nothing  towards  the  Deliverance  of  England ,  and  yet  would  have  all  the 

benefit 
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benefit  of  the  change,  hay  would  keep  thofe  that  did,  out  of  the  Government 

Clara.  Frithee  don’t  draw  a  Simile  upon  me,  I  am  refolv’d  to  do  any  thing 
Reafon  or  Honour  will  allow.  ;  V  ' 

Euge.  In  the  firft  place,you  refolve  to  phoofe  my  Uncle  Rant  your  Guardian. 

Clara.  I  do; 

Euge.  Secondly  to  be  rul’d  by  him,  he  is  a  juft,  vertuous  and  honourable 
man,  and  of  great  Humanity. 

Clara.  I  will  wholly  refign  my  felftohim. 

Euge .  Thirdly  and  laftly,thou  wilt  take  the  firft  opportunity  of  honourably, 
and  prudently  running  away. 

Clara.  1  will.  / 

Euge.  Thy  hand  upon’c, 

Clara .  Done. 

Eug.  Now  let  my  brain  work,  what  has  our  Jaylor  been  at  the  Door? 

Clara.  T  was  very  filently.  Prifi  unlocks  the  Voor,  and  lets  in  Whachum. 

Euge .  Are  you  there  old  Mrs  Turnkey  ?  x 

Trif.  Yes,  and  you  are  like  to  be  there,  i  can  tell  you,  while  j  am  fo. 

Whach.  Ladies  1  am  your  rnoft  humble  Fbotftool  to  command,  we  have  had 
a  (mart  bout  on’t  with  thcfe  Gallants,  to  fay  the  Truth  on’t,  they  are  as  fine 
Gentlemen  as  e’re  the  Sun  fhin’d  ori. 

Eug.  But  bow  came  you  to  enter  here,  fweet  Sir  ? 

Whac.  Sweet  Sir/  good.  '  afide.  By  your  Lady  Mothers  Com¬ 
mand  dear  lweet  Madam,  1  have  an  affair  to  communicate  to  you,  Madam 
Eugenia  \  But  it  muft  be  in  private,  your  £ar  fwefet^Madam. 

Clara.  You  need  not  whifper,  PH  Into  the  Clofer. 

Whach.  Now  Madam,  Cozen,  if  I  may  be  fo  bold,  but  I  hope  to  be  nearer 
of  Kin  to  vou. 

Eug.  What  you  have  bought  my  Sifter  for  poo/.  1  hear  ? 

Whach .  Yes  that  1  have  df  your  Lady  Mother,  but  as  Gad  fave  me  I  think 
my  Lady/s  too  dear,  (he  is  a  very  Jew,  fhe  has  no  Confcience.  and  to  tell 
you  the  Truth  Madam,  as  I  am  an  honeft  man,  betwixt  you  ahd  L  1  don’t  like 
the  bargain,  I  had  rather  buy  you  Gold  to  Silver. 

Eug.  To  tell  yiu  Truth,  l  don’t  like  that  bargain. 

Wbac.  You  are  a  Wag  Madam,  but  I  am  for  your  aery,  brisk,  gay,  wild, 
young  Filly,  fuch  as  you  are,  there’s  your  Lady  for  my  Money  ;  and  if  you 
will  be  rul’d  by  me,  Wll  fave ^the  poo/,  and  mump  my  Lady,  Faith  what 
fay  you  ?  fiah  hum.  *  “  ’■  1  ^  pt&'Uirt  t'  :  . 

Eug.  My  Lady  ftiatl  have  no  poo/,  there  I’ll  be  rul’d  by  you. 

Whac.  Sweet  Madam,  l  kifs  your  hands,  Come,  come,  i  know  your  heart, 
as  well  as  if  I  were  in  you,  as  the  laying  is,  domeVoji  love  a  brave  mad  Fel¬ 
low,  fuch  as  1  atrySnrggs,  1  am  one  of  the  maddeft  Fellows  about  the  Town, 

I  ftbg,  roar,  f£r6hade,bl lifter,  break  Windows,  derrioiiih  Bawdy- houfes,  beat 
Bawds,  fcower  the  ’Streets,  and  the  like,  as  well  as  any  he  that  fwaggers  in 
the  Town,  ha  Lady. 

j Eug*  A  very  pretty  ingenious  Fellow.  afide. 


(30  ■  \  .. 

'Which.  Av  Madam,  l  am  all  Froiick,  how  many  Knocker*  of  Doors  do 
you  think  1  nave  at  home  now,  that  1  twiftedofl  when  1  icowcrd,  guefs  now; 

F.u?.  Tis  impoffible  to  guefs.  _ 

Whac.  Why  above  two  Hundred,  ha  hum,  is  not  that  very  well .  O  my 
Confcience  this  morning  I  beat  20  Higling  women  fpread  their  Butter  about 
the  Kennel,  broke  all  their  Eggs,  let  their  fucking  Pigs  loofe,  flung  down  al 
the  Peds  with  Pippins  about  the  ftreets,  fcower’d  like  Lightning,  and  kick’d 
fellows  like  Thunder,  ha,  ha,  ha; 

Wbach.  Ay  waft’not,  ha, ha,  ha  ;  1  wip'd  out  all  the  Milk  fcores  at.th'e  Doors* 
nay  I  went  about  ferenading  with  fix  Fidlers  in  a  Dung-cafU  Ha,  ha,  there  was 
a  Froiick,  ha,  ha,  there’s  a  mad  fellow  for  you,  and  you  talk  of  a  mad  fellow  ; 
’tis  true  Sir  William  and  his  Companions  are  pretty  men,  very  pretty  men  : 

But  I  wou’d  you  faw  me  (cower.  ,  t  3  , 

Eu<ri  You  a  mad  Fellow,  and  talk  of  fcowrmg  !  why  don  t  you  break  open 

the  door,  and  beat  our  old  fawey  Governefs  for  locking  us  up  * 

Whach.  Ha,  now  you  put  me  in  mind  of  if, l  vow  and  fwearj.  11  ao  nrefently, 
for  1  love  and  honour  you,  and, if  you  don’t  look  upon  me. 


(hail  ha ug  my  felf. 


,  but  -vou  are  in  a  pretty  fair  way  for  another  to  do  it  tor  you. 
Madam  but  I’ll  (how  yop  what  a  rtad  Fellow  I  am,  this  Night 


Eug.  No  no 

Whac.  Well  Madam,  but  I'll  ihow  yop  .  • 

I’ll  Rower  Soho  Square,  I  gad  you  (hall  fee  fuch  fcowrmg,  ’twill  reioyce  your 

heart.  r.  a  i  t  r  ^  • 

Eug.  Can  you  drink  hard  ?  ,  *  f 

Whac.  Oh  bloodily,  if  you  could  but  fee  me  at  trte  Popes -head,  no  merry 
gang  can  be  without  me,  there  1  laugh,  and  roar,  and  fing  and  am  exceeding 
witty,  the  pureft  Company  1  never  (tir,  they  (wear  i  have  more  wit  than  a- 

ay  of  the  Poets.  ,  •  •  t 

Eug.  T  hat  may  very  well  be  by  the  late  Plays  I  have  read,  but  all  this  white 


weare  Prifonfcrs.  . .  ... .  ...  ...  Y  t  . . 

Whac.  Odfookers  that’s  true.  Here  where  are  you,old  damn  d  old  (he  Jay- 
lour  ?  i’ll  break  open  the  door.  He  bounces  at  the  Door. 

Pri[  What  means  this  uproar.  Enter  Prifcilla. 

Whac.  Come  on  Mrs.  Tawdry  >,  Old  Trigrimate  ?  I  will  make  thy  dry  bones 
rattle  within  the  old  tan’d  Hide  of  thee  ;  PH  fwinge  thee,  Mother  Damnable  ! 
what  doft  thou  lock  up  tliefe  pretty  Ladies,  Drab,  Pole- cat. 

Prif  Help,  help,  Murther,  murther,  He  hales  and  turns  her  about ,  and 
oh  you  youug  Impudent  Fellow,  kicks  her  >  foe  flyes  at  him  and  [cratches  him. 

Fil  tear  out  your  Eyes.  u 

.  Whac.  Why  how  now  Hag  '  deft  thou  fcratch  ?  Enter  Clara. 

Old  Pufs,  thou  art  grown  into  a  Cat  already,  and  (hortiy  wilt  take  the  de¬ 
gree  of  a  Witch  upon  thee,  have  at  thee,  do  you  provoke  meyou  damnd  Pufs? 
Prifc .  Murther,  murther,  murther.  He  beats  her  and  foe  [cratches  him. 

Enter  Lady  Maggot. 

La.  Magi  Heav’n  and  Earth!  What  outrage  is  this  ?  Some  trick  of  yours, ' 
you  wicked  Sluts.  j, 

VYba$>  Oh  (he  has  fcratch’d  and  blooded  me  all  over,  for  ought  I  know,  I 
ihe  ufe  of  ray  Face,  _  FrtfcA  j 


■ 
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trif.  O  Madam  he  has  call’d  me  filthy  names,  abus’d  and  beat,  and  kick’d 
me,  for  locking  thefe  pert  unruly  Creatures  up. 

Lady  Mag.  Death  you  young  Rafcal  !  dare  you  abufe  rriy  faithful  Servant 
for  obliging  me  l  you  ftupid  Coxcomb,  for  keeping  yourMiftrefs  from  running 
away  from  that  ugly  Phiz  of  thine  ;  get  thee  out  of  my  houfe,  I’ll  order  thee 
for  a  City  Puppy,  be  gone,  be  gone.  She  pummels  him  with  her  Fan ,  and 

Whac.  Hold  hold,  hold - was  ever  fuch  a  Vixen  ?  hold  !  Fiji  as  he  runs 

Lady  Mag.  Come  Baggages  you  were  of  the  party,  come  come,  Til  endure 
thefe  things  no  longer. 

Euge.  Nor  we  neither. 

Lady  Mag.  How  ? 

Clara.  Nor  will  we  be  for  a  Country  Journy  to  morrow* 

Lady  Mag.  Will  not  ? 

Eug.  &  Clara .  No,  will  not. 

L.  Mag .  The'  World,  this  Houfe,  and  my  Brains,  are  turn’d  topfy  turvy. 
The  plagues  of  this  one  day  alone  are  able  to  diftrad  me  ;  Prifcilla ,  thou  haft 
done  well,  hafte  and  lock  'em  up  again,  HI  try  a  pluck  with  ye.  [Ex.  La.  and 

Prijc.  I  warrant  ’em,  I’ll  keep  them  fate  Prifc. 

Eugen.  Let’s  into  our  Clofet  and  confult,  we  will  tfcape  before  our  Country 
Journey  yet.  [Exeunt  Eugen.  and  Clara. 

Enter  Sir  William  and  Wildfire. 

7 Vtldf.  G  Willy  this  Coufin  of  thine  has  fo  bewitch’d  me,  that  I  begin  to  hate 
lewdnefs  already. 

Sir  Will.  Faith,  I  have  not  fueh  a  relifli  for  it,  methinks,  as  I  have  tad ; 
but  not  a  word  to  old  Tope. 

WrUf.  When  he  finds  us  out,  the  Rogue  will  play  the  Tyrant  moft  infolently. 

Sir  Will.  He’ll  be  worfe  to  us  two  than  Doll  Common  to  Face  and  Subtile  t 
But  lomething  muft  be  done  to  deliver  thefe  pretty  Rogues  ;  to  morrow,  at 
Nine  in  the  Morning,  is  fhort  warning. 

'Wild/.  Manage  matters  fo,  that  we  may  appear  Enemies  when  your  Aunt 
comes  to  us ;  and  that,  with  whac  1  have  already  protefted,  will  beget  fucti 
confidence  of  me,  that  i’ll  undertake  to  fecure  her  early  in  the  morning. 

Sir  Will  I  have  laid  a  defign,  which  I  hope  will  take,  to  free  them  ;  but  if 
Stratagem  will  not  do’t,  Force  fhall. 

Wildf.  That  may  be  dangerous,  and  hinder  us  for  ever.  Here  fine  is,  I 
afiure  you,  Sir- — .  N  Enter  La.  Mag. 

You  (hall  not  carry  this  off,  I  p3fs\J  my  word  to  proted  your  Aunt,  and  I 
fhall  rtquire  a  ftrid  account  of  this  affront  you  have  put  upon  her. 

Sir  WilLWhat  a  Devil !  Are  you  concern’d  for  the  honour  of  my  Aunt  ? 
What,  do  you  lye  with  her? 

V/ildf.  What  fay  you,  Sic  ?  [He  offers  to  draw. 

Lady.  Hold,  hold  ;  out  thou  filthy  Fellow:  Thou  foul-mouth'd  Brute; 
Thou  very  Spirit  of  Lewdnefs  and  Scandal  .*  Shall  I,  who  am  moft  notorious 
for  Vertue  and  Prudence  to  the  whole  Town,  be  blafted  by  thy  Contagious 
breath.  / 

Sir  Will.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  think  fuch  a:  thing  ;  but  I  might  juftly,  for 
your  fake,  fufped  his  Vanity.  F  ’  Lady 
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La.  Mag.  He  is  a  Man  of  Honour,  and  a  Worthy  Gentleman;  I  would  I 
cou’d  fay  that  of  thee.  But,  fweet  Mr.  FVildfre,  if  you  (hould  engage  your 
felf  in  a  Quarrel  for  me,  I  {hould  never  enjoy  my  felf  while  1  lived. 

Sir  Will.  No,  Madam,  Til  not  engage  with  him  ;  what,  mine  own  Aunt ' 
My  dear  Aunt !  I  love  and  honour  thee. 

L.  Mag .  Love  and  Honour  thee,  quoth  he  !  Pray  Love  and  Honour  me, 
arc]  civilly  get  out  of  my  Houfe. 

Sir  Will.  I  will;  but  by  this  hand  I  will  Serenade  and  Scowre  thee  moft 
confoundedly. 

L.  Mag.  Sir,  I  muft  have  your  word  not  to  Quarrel:  You  fee  whaf  his 
lewd  heart  is  apt  to  fuggeft,  upon  your  beginning  One,  I  Hi  all  fuffer  in  my  un¬ 
tainted  Reputation,  befides  the  expofing  your  dear  perfon,  will  endanger  my 
life. 

Wildf \  You  are  infinitely  gracious.  Later  Tope  leading  the  Alderman^  drunk . 

Tope.  Oh  Madam  are  you  there,  here  is  your  Alderman  fife  and  found,  l 
deliver  him  to  you,  pray  give  me  a  note  under  your  hand  for  the  Receipt  of 
him. 

Sir  Humph.  I  fack  Mr.  Tope  you  are  a  Wag,  ay  I  fack  a  very  Wag- 

Tope  I  could  make  as  pretty  a  Magiftrate  of  him,  if  I  had  but  the  breeding 
of  him  as  everflept  upon  a  Bench  yet, Old,  Madam;  Jack  Lope  old.  Madam !  hah. 

Sir  Hump .  Oh  Chicken,  Chicken  !  my  dear  Chicken  !  1*11  fo  moufe  thee. 

Lady  Mag.  Confufion  of  Babel !  what  has  this  day  produc’d  ?  I  {ball  run 
mad,  mad,  flaring  mad.  aftde 

Sir  Hump .  Why  Chicken  !  I  fay,  Chicken. 

Lady  Mag.  Why  Buzzard,  I  fay  Buzzard, get  you  gone  you  drunken  Owl. 

Tope.  Nay  Alderman,  what  are  you  a  Flincher  ?.  does  the  Hen  crow  ?  come 
t’other  Brimmer* 

Lady  Mag.  Out  on  thee  old  Satan  /  thou  vile  Tempter would’ft  thou  moft 
wickedly  feduce  a  man  from  the  Loyalty,  and  Obedience  he  owes  to  his  law¬ 
ful  Soveraign  wife. 

Sir  Hump.  One  brimmer  dear  Chicken,  it  {hall  be  thy  health,  never  ftir  fll 
bufsthee  my  pretty  Chicken,  Ml  bufs  thee. 

Lady  Mag.  Bufs  me,  oh  Infolence  J  get  you  out,  I  fay,  be  gone,  ha,  what 
dare  you  flay  ? 

"Sir  Humph.  Sweet  Chicken,  now  do  but  near  me. 

Lady  Mag.  How  /  Is  it  come  to  this  l  Nay  then  I’ll  make  you  go,  do  you 
Rebel?  flrikes  him  with  her  Fan ,  and  tbrufrs  him  out  by  the  Nape  of  the  Neckj 

and  Exit. 

Tope.  Good,  good,  ha  ha,  good,  hey  brave  Matrimony  /  oh  rare  Matrimo¬ 
ny  /  Oh  gallant  Matrimony  /  Molt  comfortable  Matrimony  Oh  delicate  Ma¬ 
trimony  ;  Oh  fweet  Matrimony!  Oh  heavenly  Matrimony !  Where  are  you 
Flinchers  ?.  I  have  been  fain  to  carry  on  the  work  of  the  day,  you  have  been  as 
dull  as  a  couple  of  oldgck  Maftiffes. 

Sir  Will.  Why,  Jack ,  thou  art  the  Hero  of  the  Age. 

VVild.  There’s  not  a  Youth  in  Town  comes  near  thee; 

Tope.  Hem,  hem  ;  Old  raid  ye ;  hem,  hem. 


Enter 
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Enter  Ralph. 

Ralph.  Sir,  here's  a  Letter  from  your  Father,  came  juft  now  by  the  Poft. 

Sir  Will  Some  wife  advice  again,  I  warrant  \  but  how  does  my  Houfe- 
keeper,  and  the  darned  Governefs  agree  l 

Ralph.  The  Old  Dragon  fwallows  Sack  as  greedily  as  a  Ejjex  Calf  fucks 
Milk.  She  was  called  a  way  once,  but  we  are  fafenow,and  hope  to  bring  her 
to  reafon. 

Wildf.  How  are  the  reft  of  the  Family  l 

Ralph.  All,  every  one,  as  drunk  as  ever  yoj  were  oir,  except  two  Maids  of 
my  Ladies,  Wbachum  and  his  two  Friends  are  ftipt  away  ;  but  Wbachum  had 
beaten  the  Governefs,  and  (he  fcratch’d  him  moft  wickedly  before  he  went. 

Sir  Will.  Go  about  thy  bufinefs.  Exit  Ralph,’ 

Now  what  fays  Daddy  ?  Sir  William  goes  to  the  Candle  and  reads . 

Reads,  j  cannot  tell  bow  to  exprefs  the  for  row  l  conceive  for  your  obfiinate  perfe- 

wring  in  fuch  lewd  courfes -  Pifh,  the  old  fluff  over  and  over,  I’ll  facrifice 

thee  to  the  flame:  ’Tis  better  than  being  put  under  Pye-cruft.  \Hefets  it  on  fire . 
Hold,  hold  /  What  a  Devil’s  here  ? 

Reads,  1  have  ordered  five  hundred  pound ,  which —  He  puts  it  out  again . 

Gad  I  had  made  fine  work  on*t  indeed  !  Which  is  to  he  paid  to  my  Banker 

in  Lumbard-ftreet,  for  fome  Ufes  of  mine  not  to  he  difpened  with,  and  therefore  am 
W  of  Money  at  this  time. 

Wildf  This  is  pleafant  Jack,  it  goes  to*t  now. 

Tope.  As  fure  as  ever  Martyr  did  in  Smitbfield '. 

Sir  Will.  Paid  away,  quoth  he  ?  paid  to  a  Banker  ?  Oh  plague  of  a  Banker, 
go  on,  go  on,  burn  in  the  Devils  name.  He  fets  it  on  lire  again . 

Ha  !  Death  and  Hell .'  what's  this  l  I  am  undone,  no  ’tis  legible. 

Puts  it  out  again  very  haHily. 

Reads.  Tet  1  have fen  t  you  a  hill  for  z$ol.  to  receive,  which  you  will  find  at  the 
bottom  of  my  Letter.  Ounds  I  am  undone,  hold,  hold, -  O 'tis  legible,  Faith 
’twas  a  narrow  fcape,  ’ewas  juft  a  going.  He  puts  it  out  again  haHily. 

This  won’t  do,  but  thou  art  a  good  Dad,  *tis  a  pretty  Stop  Gap  faith  Lads, 
we'll  have  Dads  health  in  a  brimmer. 

Tope.  In  two  Will,  at  leaft. 

Wildf  ^Thou  art  refolv’d  to  bea  finifht  piece. 

Tope .  I  hate  Owl-light,  I  would  either  be  dead  fober  or  dead  drunk.  1  hate 
to  have  one  keep  a  pother,  to  make  me  gameibme  for  another. 

Sir  Will.  Thou  fcorn’ft  to  be  an  odious  Trimmer  in  drink.  But  prithee  jack, 
what  if  we  three  fhould  refolve  once,  to_gojto  bed  fober  in  a  Frolick. 

Wild.  Faith  Jack ,  let  us  e'en  try  fftfw  it  will  agree  with  us. 

Tope.  What  a  Pox  do  you  mean  f  are  yoii^macj ?.  ftark  mad  ?  I  go  to  bed 
fober  !  what  to  hear  Chimes,  Bell-ifnen,  and  tell  Clocks  all  night,  and  be  Flea- 
bitten  like  a  Nurfe-Maid  ?  I  think  the  Devil’s  in  you,  what  is  this  Fcol  in 
Love  too  ? 

Sir  Will.  Ten  times  more  than  L 

7  ope:  Why  you  brace  of  Baboons  /  what  melancholy  dull  Puppies  does 
Love  make  of  Fellows  ?  A  Pox  of  your  Love.  Love  1  'tis  a  filly  boyiihDifeafe, 

*  F  2  and 


(  3*  y 

and  fiiauld  never  come  after  the  Chicken  pox,  and  Kib<l  heels. 

Enter  Lady  Maggot. 

Lady  Mag  Now  Sir  V/illiam,  I  hope  you  will  be  fo  civil  to  leave  my  Houfey 
and  take  that  old  Sinner  with  you. 

Str  Will.  Yes,  Madam,  and  that  young  Sinner  too. 

T$pe.  Old  Tinner  !  Gad  as  good  a  Tinner  as  your  TelT 

Lady  Mag.  i  muft  Tecure  him  for  fear  of  a  Quarrel. 

Tope.  Quarrel !  No  no,  there  (hall  be  no  quarrel ;  but  we  will  have  him  a- 
long  with  us. 

WiLlf.  There  is  no  remedy,  but  your  Ladyfhip  (hall  hear  from  me  the  firft 
minute  I  can  get  loofefrom  them,  or  free  from  their  dogging.. 

Lady  Mag.  1  (hall  either  be  at  home,  Tweet  Sir,  orat  my  Lady  VVbgtayks,  at 
Omby'e ,  within  two  doors. 

Wildf.  This  noble  prefent  of  yours  be  the  Token. 

Sir  Will.  Farewel  my  msft  dearly  beloved  and  highly  honoured  Aunt.  * 

Toy.  For  ferenading  and  fcowering  have  at  you  Tweet  young  Lady. 

Wild.  Your  moft  humble  Servant  Madam.  [ Exeunt  Sir  Will.  Tope  and  Wild. 

Lady  Mag .  Your  moft  obliged  humble  Servant.dear  Sir  /  Oh  he  is  the  fweet- 
eft  perfon,  the  moft  charming  Creature  :  but  for  the  other  two,  Vengeance 
light  on  them  ;  they  have  put  me  by  the  bappieft  opportunity.  Ex.  Lady  Mag. 

Enter  Ralph  and  Sir  Williams  Houfe-keeper  Abigal, leading  in  Prilcilla  drunk . 

Frif.  Dear  Coufin  /  I  am  heartily  glad  do’e  fee  of  your  acquaintance,  Vis 
pure  Sack, on?  cup  more  and  then  I  ftop,  i  would  not  be  difguifed  tor  the  world. 

Ralph.  Here  Tweet  Madam,  drink  it  off,  it  makes  you  look  fo  lovely  in  my 
Eyes/  1  am  ten  times  more  enamour’d. 

Frif  You  are  very  obliging,  Tweet  Sir. 

Abigal.  He  will  be  an  excellent  Match,  my  Mafter  has  given  him  his  Life  in 
a  brave  Farm. 

Frif  Alas,  I  marry  /  Nay  not  but  I  muft  confcfs,  he  is  a  pretty  young  man, 

Ralph.  Humph,  Tweet  Madam,  t’other  Cup  l  befeech  you. 

Frif.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  well,  you  havea  ftrange  way  with  you.  She  drinks; 

Ralph.  Oh  let  me  kifs  thofe  pretty  eyes  ! 

Trijc.  Go  get  you  gone  you  good  n a  cur’d  Toad. 

Abigal.  feur  Cozen' my  mafter  isrefolv’d  to  increafevour  Fortunerthat  you 
fhall  live  like  a  Gentlewoman,  arid  he  intends  you  rooo l. 

Fnfc,  Truly  he  is  a  fine  Gentleman,  and  if  I  can  with  a  (afe  Confidence,  we]]* 
no  more  to  be  (aid.  She  nods , 

Abig  111  fend  you  a  divine.  ; 

Frif  No  no,  1  can  drink  no  more. 

Abig .  I’ll  (end  ycu  a  Divine  to  fatisfie your  Conscience’  - 

Frifc.  No,  not  a  drop  more, good  night,  good  nigfit.  She  falls  afleep 

Abig,  Do  you  fee  now  you  fur  pie  Fellow,  you  have  over-drunk  her,  and 
made'her  commit  a  great  fin,  and  fpoyl’d  all. 

Ralph.  Old  N  ab  thou  art  a  Foob  i  will  pick  her  Pocket  of  the  Key,  and  re- 

leafe 
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I  cafe  the  Ladies,  and  leave  them  to  their  own  Difcretion:  Ha  this  muft  be  it; 

13  He  picks  the  Key  eut  of  her  Pocket 

Ahig.  Go  go  quickly,  and  Til  haften  home. 

Ralph.  And_I  to  the  Bear  and  Harrow  after  my  matter,  where  I  doubt  not 
but  1  (hall  venture  a  broken  head  at  leaft.  Exeunt  Ralph  and  Abigal. 

Enter  Mr.  Rant,  Father  to  Sir  William,  and  his  man)afper. 

Mr:  Rant.  What’s  the  mi' t.  r  in  thishoufe  ?  The  Porter’s  drunk,  and  can’t 
fpeak,  no  body  to  be  feen  ah  >u.  the  houfe  ?  Nothing  bu!  hairs,  Stools,  Ta¬ 
bles  flung  about,  and  every  corner  ftrew’d  over  with ‘empty  Bottles,  i  wife 
the  hou<e  is  not  rob’d. 

Jafper.  here’s  an  old  Gentle  woman  in  her  Cups. 

Mr.  Rant.  How,  what  confufion  has  been  here  ?  Some  very  extraordinary 
accident  has  been  in  this  Houfe,  this  is  the  Dragon  employ’d  to  watch  my 
Nieces.  Go  out  and  bring  what  Servants  you  can  mutter,  Butler,  under  But¬ 
ler,  and  Grooms,  let  us  fee  if  any  one  in  the  Family  can  (peak. 

y&ffer.  I  will  Sir.  Exit  Jafper, 

Mr.  Rant.  This  looks  as  if  my  Son,  and  all  his  lewd  Companions  had  been 
here.  My  Sifter’s  not  at  Tom?,  h;r  Doors  open,  no  body  to  give  account  of 
her,  orh?r  Husband,  that  I  could  fee,  what  ail  drunk  f  where’s  my  Lady  l 

Enter  Butler  and  4  or  y  Servants  drunk  and  (badgering  ;  after  them  Air.  Rants 
Servant  with  my  Ladies  maid ,  Lettice. 

But .  We  have  been  drinking,  Halter  Skelcef,  Faith! 

t  Serv .  Sir  William  Rants  the  fineft  Gentleman. 

Butl.  Oh  the  braveft  Gentleman  !  and  his  men  the  braveft  Drinkers. 

Mr.  ?  %nt ,  1  thought  none,  but  my  pr ofliga&Son  could  have  made  fuch  dis¬ 
order  and  confufion  any  where. 

1  Serv  H  molt  brave  Gallant  /  No  more  to  be  faid. 

Mr.  Rant  Is  there  not  one  in  the  Family  can  fpeak  ? 

Jafper .  ¥es  here’s  a  young  Gentlewoman  pretty^  fober,  but  there  are  8  or 
10  men  and  boys  drunk,  roaring  under  Benches  and  upon  the  Floor,  the  houfe 
looks  like  a  Field  after  a  Battle,  ftrew’d  with  Bodies. 

Mr.  Ranti  Sweet-heart !  what’s  the  caufe  of  all  this  ? 

Lett  Sir  William  Rant  and  his  Companions  came  in  here,  roaring  and  fing- 
ing  with  Fiddles  at  Noort,  entertain’d  us  with  Mufick,  very  fine  indeed,  and 
we  had  a  Dance. 

Mr.  Rant.  Heaven  !  there  is  no  hopes  of  Amendment. 

’  Let .  Atlaft  march’d  in  a  noble  Dinner,and  great  Hampers  of  all  forts  of  wine, 
and  there  has  been  nothing  but  Roaring,  and  Drinking  ever  fince,  till  juft  now. 
My  Lady  laid  my  matter  drunk  upon  the  Bed,  but  he  has  made  his  efcape.  My 
Lady  has  been  almoft  diftra&ed. 

Buti  Fly  fly,  my  Lady  will  be  outragious.  Enter  Lady  Maggot. 

La.  Mag.  Oh  Heaven  and  Earth  !  what’s  here  ?  Exeunt  Servants . 

What  an  Image  of  Hell  has  this  houfe  been  tt)  day  >  Who’s  here  my  Erother  ? 

Mr-  Rant.  Madapi  I  knew  I  fhould  furprife  you,  my  coming  to  Town  vvas. 
very  unexpected,  and  fudden. 

Lady  Mag-  You  find  me  Sir,  in  amazement  and  confftfion,  and  I  am  troubled 

that 
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that  I  rtmft  tell  you,  your  wild  Son  after  1  had  warn’d  him  my  houfe,  broke  a* 
pen  my  Doors,  roar’d  and  fwagger'd,  and  debauch’d  all  my  Family. 

Mr,  Rant.  Ah,  Madam,!  heard  fomething  before,  and  am  infinitely  ferry, his 
perleverance  in  this  wicked  life  will  break  my  heart,  it  cannot  hold  lo  rg 
Lady  Mag .  Oh  Horrour,  Horrour  !  Prifcilla  drunk  too  '  Huswife  !  Huswife  / 
(peak.  She  Pommels  her* 

Prif.  I  wil  1  drink  no  more,  I  tell  you^iam  fleepy. 

Lady  Mag.  Mercy  on  me/  where  are  my  Daughters  ?  They  are  flown,  they 
arc  flown.  Ha  how  came  they  here  ? 

Enter  Eug,  Clan*.  Eug.  kneels  to  Mr.  Rant. 

Mr.  Rant.  O  dear  pretty  Ladies !  your  humble  Servant,  blefs  you  my  fweet 
God- daughter. 

Lady  Mag.  How  now  Baggages,  how  came  you  out  ? 

Eugen.  A  thoufand  welcomes  to  you  molt  honour’d  Unci  e. 

Clara.  You  never  could  have  arrived  fo  feafonably. 

Mr:  Rant.  What  mean  my  pretty  Nieces  ? 

L.  Mag.  I  (hall  be  diftraded,  ruin’d*  O  this  fatal  day!  I  amforry.  Sir, 
youmuftbe  witnefs  of  the  further  confufion  in  our  Family  \  thefe  wicked 
young  Sluts  have  rebell’d  againftme,  that  l  am  forc’t  to  lock  ’em  up. 

Eug .  We  do  rebel  againft  the  Locking  up. 

Clara.  Aud  will  dye  before  we  will  endure  it. 

Eug .  And  therefore  are  both  refolved  to  choofe  you  our  Guardian;  And  ne¬ 
ver  to  difobey  you,  who  we  know  to  be  a  man  of  Honour. 

Lady  Mag.  How  they  aftonilh  me!  All  this  mifehief  has  your  Son  caus’d  : 
Oh  I  (hall  grow- mad. 

Mr.  Rant,  Oh  that  Son  lies  heavy  on  me.  My  pretty  Nieces,  I  (hould  be 
glad  to  ferve  you,  for  your  own  fakes,  and  for  my  dear  brothers  lake,  tho  by 
the  fecond  venter, he  was  a  brave, and  worthyman,  an  ornament  of  our  Family. 
But  i  mult  by  no  means  encourage  difobedience  to  a  Parent,  or  rob  a  mother 
of  her  Daughters. 

Eug .  I  befeech  you  give  us  leave  to  ftate  our  Cafe  to  you. 

Clara .  And  if  you  think  we  have  nottfeafon  — 

Eug.  W  e  will  do  whatever  you  determine  with  us. 

Clara.  But  if  you  will  not  proted  us  from  the  moft  horrible  Cruelty  imagi¬ 
nable,  fome  body  elfe  muft. 

Eugen.  We’ll  bear  all  Torments,  rather  than  the  llfage  we  have  met  with 
from  a  mother. 

Lady  Mag.  Oh  Impudence  !  I’ll  beat  their  teeth  out. 

Mr.  Rant.  Hold  Madam,  no  fuch  corrediop,  let’s  difeourfe  this  matter  in  the 
drawing-room  Nieces,  a  little  Coolnefs  and  kind  Ufage  fhali  bring  ’em  into  a 
good  Temper,  i’ll  warrant  you. 

Lady  Mag.  Heaven  preferve  my  Sences,  I  have  (carce  any  left.  [Ex.  Omnes . 
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SCENE  the  Bear  and  Harrow  behind  St.  Claments  Church, 

The  Bar-hoy  ringing. 

Enter  Sir  Humphrey,  and  another . 

Sir  Ham.  I  am  almolt  typfy’d  but  J  mud  have  one  Half- Flask  with  my  At- 
torny  who  is  here,  as  his  Clerk  fays. 

Bar-hoy  rings.  Very  welcome  Gentlemen,  here  Ralph,  George ,  Humphry, 
(peak  here.  Enter  two  Drawers . 

Sir  Hum.  Is  Mr.  Split- eau/e  the  Attorny  here. 

Bar- hoy.  Yes  Sir,  fhew  the  Half- Moon  there*  Ringing  within 

Speak  there,  they  have  rung  thrice  in  the  Bear. 

Drawers.  Anon,  anon  Sir.  Anon,  anon  Sir. 

Enter  Whachum,  Blufter  and  Dingboy,  and  3  Footmen  of  Whachums. 

Whac.  Anon  you  Dogs,  can’t  you  hear  ?  i'll  try  if  you  have  Ears,  I’ll  lug  ye* 

Blutt.  Come  Rogues,  cant  you  feel,  if  you  can’t  hear.  They  lug 'em  by  the 

Dingh •  Dance  ye  Dogs,  we’ll  make  you  frisk.  Ears  beat  &  kick  them . 

Drawers.  Murther!  murther. 

Whac.  Ye  Rogues,  I'll  teach  you  to  wait,  you  Spaniels  /  you  Curs. 

Enter  Majhr. 

Ma.  Gentlemen  what’s  the  matter?  Why  do  you  abufe  and  beat  my  Drawers; 

Whac .  Nay  then, Rogue, lay  hold  on  him  Footmen.  [They  lay  hold  on  the  Makers 

Mafl.  Gentlemen  what  do  you  mean  ? 

«  Blufi.  To  Iwinge  you  molt  exceedingly,  Rafcal. 

Ding.  To  learn  you  the  reverence  due  to  a  Gentleman,  Sirrah. 

-Whac.  Hold  him  fait,  firlt  Jet’s  deraolilh  ;  They  pluck  down  the  Bar. 

Now  as  a  Corredtion  of  greater  Dignity  to  your  Perfon,  you  fhall  be  tofs’d  in 
a  Blanket,  and  not  kick'd,  and  we’ll  tofs  fair. 

Matt.  Hold,  hold  Gentlemen  foe  Mercies  fake,  and  I  will  do  any  thing  in 
the  world. 

Whac.  We’ll  let  him  go  on  his  good  behaviour. 

Mafl.  This  mult  be  Sir  W.  Rant ,  and  his  Company,  molt  certainly,  [afide.  . . 

Whac.  Look  you  Puppy,  we  intend  to  fwagger,  roar,  and  drink  bloodily, 
and  domineer  in  the  Houle  by  our  felves. 

Mafl.  I  befeech  you  Gentlemen. 

Whac.  Dam  me,  what  do  you  mutter? 

Mafl.  No  Sir,  not  I  in  the  lealt,  do  your  pleafure  Sir :  Plague  on  ’em  they’ll 
undo  my  Houfe.  afide. 

Whac.  YoU  harbour  a  Company  of  Tradefmen,who  fhould  be  at  home, mind¬ 
ing  of  their  Callings,  and  folacing  their  Wives, 

Bluft:  Attornies,  and  Students,  and  Clarks  ;  1  warrant  you. 

Ding.  Grave  men  and  men  of  bufinefs  drink,  and  come  to  Taverns  / 

Whac.  It  mult  not  be,  I  will  reform  thefe  Exorbitances,  and  you  (hall  find 
us  Drunkards  do  more  good  than  all  the  Formal,  Hypocritical,  Nonfenfical 
Magiftrate*.  Fetch  us  a  Flask,  and  let  it  be  better  than  our  lalt,  as  thou  ten- 
dreft  any  member  about  thee,  and  if  thou  valueft  thy  lale  Deliverance. 

Maft.  1  will  Sir.  N 


Whac , 
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Whac.  We  will  drink  fome  Bumpers,  at  thy  late.  Bar, and  then  begin  our 

Trolrcks. 

Mafi.  §A  Devil  of  your  Frollicks,  my  houfe  had  as  good  be  vifited  by  the 
Plague,  'as  fuch  Cuftomers.  Exit  Mafier: 

Whac.  Oh  that  Sir  William  were  here,  he’d  be  in  love  with  us.  Come  fill 
round  you  Rafcal,  What  GlafTes  are  thefe  ?  fit  for  Quakers,  Brownifls ,  or  Fifth- 
Monarchy  men,  take  one  your  felf,  now  altogether  give  fire  ;  now  to  our  work. 

[They  drink  and  then  Huzz>a. 

Map.  Well  there’s  no  refilling,  this  fame  Sir  William  and  his  damn’d  Com¬ 
pany  have  beaten  half  the  Town.  Exeunt  Whach.  Bluff.  Ding,  and  Footmen. 

Enter  Wbachum,  Bluffer  and  Dingboy,  and  Footmen ,  heating  a  Company  of 
Tradesmen  before ’em,  who  cry.  Fly  fly,  murther,  murther. 

Whac.  Get  you  out  you  Scoundrels,  men  of  Callings,  Knaves  ofbufinefs, 
mufi  you  be  Twilling  at  a  Tavern,  and  neglecfl  your  feveral  and  refpe&ive  co¬ 
zening  Vocations? 

Blufi.  You  Rogues  fauft  your  poor  Wives  want  your  Loggerheads  at  home, 
and  you  be  here  idling  and  fpending  their  Money. 

Ding .  Go  ye  Scot  and  Lot  Knaves  that  cheat  the  Parifh,  and  the  poor  When 
you  come  to  Offices. 

Whac.  Do  you  mutter,  avaunt  ye  what  d’ee  lacks;  And  impudent  Duns,  be 
Igone.  Don’t  I  do  it  rarely  l  Come  to  the  next  Room. 

They  beat 'em  foundly,  who  cry,  fly,  fly,  murther,  murther . 
y  [Exeunt  Whac .  Blufler  and  Dingboy . 

- Enter  Whachum,  Blujter  and  Dingboy,  &c-  beating  the  Company,  Attorneys , 

Clerks,  and  a  Farfon. 

Whach.  You  idle  drunken  Puppies,  we’ll  fwin.ge  you  for  your  Debauchery, 
and  Extravagance.  * 

At  tor .  What’s  this  ?  I’ll  bring  my  Quare  fremuerunt  ;  the  Law’s  my  Buckler. 

Whach .  You  Scoundrels  ltay  at  home,  and  make  cozening  bills  for  your 
Clients. 

Blufi •  Pra&ice  Court- hand,  you  lazy  drunken  Rafcals. 

Ding'  And  never  be  out  at  a  Knaviffi  Trickum  de  Lege. 

Whac  Out  ye  Rogues,  i’ll  fhewyou  the  Law  They  beat  them  out . 

Footman*  Here’s  one  Rogue  ftill  hidden  in  a  Clofet.  [Footman  hales  out  Sir  Hum . 

Whac.  Mercy  upon  me,  my  Uncle;  [Whac.  and  he  fiart  at  fight  of  one  Another. 

Sir  Humph .  Oh  lady,  Oh  lack  my  Nephew  !  Students  of  the  Law  !  quoth  he? 

Whach.  What  a  Pox,  all  muft  out ;  his  too  late  to.  go  back ;  Get  you  home 
old  Fellow,  interrupt  not  our  pleafures.  Get  you  gone  and  comfort  my  Lady 
if  you  can  ;  march,  march,  I  fay. 

Sir  Hump .  •  Prodigious  /  amazi ng  /  u- j . .  >; 

Whach.  March,  march,  or  1  will  Twinge  you  extreamly. 

Si?  Hump*  Murther  ! 'murther  l  Students  of  the  Law  !  fThey  kick  him  out. 

Ding .  I  his  was  bravely  done,  Squire. 

Blufi .  Admirably  perform’d. 

V/hac .  Aye  waft  not  ?  come  let’s  in.  Sir  William  will  be  here  Toon. 

*  Exeunt  all  but  the  Mafter  and  Drawers. 

Maff. 
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Maft.  Thefe  arc  rare  Cuftomers,  they  have  a  huge  Supper,  bat  what  a  Fox 
all  1  get  by  ’em.  Enter  Sir  William,  Tope,  Wild.  Ralph,  &  Footmen. 

Sir  WiU.  Hey  what  has  been  to  do  here  ?  7'he  Puppies  have  been  at  work 
already,  who’s  here  ?  what  Company  have  you  in  your  Houfe  ? 

Majf.  Company,  Sir?  but  one,  who  have  beat  all  the  reft  out  of  my  houfe 
blooded  all  my  Drawers,  pull’d  down  my  Bar  and  Twing’d  me  off.  Company 
for  the  Devil :  Sir  William  Rant  and  his  wicked  Crew,  1  ne’re  faw  ’em  before, 
and  the  Devil  take ’em  before  1  fee  ’em  again. 

Sir  Will  Have  they  a  good  Supper  ? 

Mad.  A  huge  one.  A  great  laugh  'within. 

Sir  WiU.  Well  fup  with  ’em,  thefe  are  the  Rogues  that  laugh. 

Maft.  Gentlemen,  as  you  love  your  lives  - — 

Sir  Will.  Peace  Fool,  we’ll  govern  your  Houfe  a  little  better,  come  on 
Friends,  let’s  make  ’em  a  civil  vifit  by  the  way  of  Kick  and  Cudgel. 

*  A  great  Laugh  again . 

Maft.  So  now  1  Hiall  have  Murther  in  my  Houfe: 

Exeunt  Sir  William,  Wildfire,  Tope,.  Ralph  and  Footmen. 
Enter  Whachum,  Blufter,  Dingboy  and  Servants  in  a  Room. 

Ding.  This  beating  of  Nuncle,  was  the  gallanteft  adion.  They  aU  laugh . 
Whac.  Ay  what  care  I. 

Blujt.  He  could  not  have  been  more  amazed,  if  he  had  feen  a  Ghoft. 

They  laugh  again : 

Whac .  Oh  Sir  WiUiam  and  Gentlemen,  your  molt  humble  Servant,  oh  it  you 
had  comefooner  you  had  feen  fuch  Scowring. 

Sir  Will. .  You  fcowre,  you  are  meer  novices,  we’ll  teach  ye  how  to  fcowre. 
Whac.  Thank  you  fweet  Sir  WiU.  we  fhalibeglad  to  learn,  I  vow  to  Gad  Sir. 
Sir  WiU.  Why  look  you  Gentlemen,  you  city  Puppies,  you  impertinent 
conceited  Rafcals  l  Go  and  fwagger  at  Puddle-dock ,  but  do  you  think  we  will 
fufter  fuch  awkard  fneaking  Coxcombs,  to  wench,  drink,  and  fcower,  to  lafurp 
the  Sins  of  Gentlemen. 

Tope.  We  will  tweak  you  by  the  Nofes  mod  exceffivcly,C7&^  tweakWhzc. 
Wild.  Kick  you  molt  plentifully.  by  the  Nofe  and  kick  and  cudgel  them . 

Sir  WiU.  And  cudgel  you  molt  extravagantly. 

VVhac .  I’ll  take  my  Oath  ’tis mighty  well,  Ha  ha  ha. 

Sir  Will.  Come  Infeds,  we  will  corred  your  Impudence.  Such  as  you  tarn 
Gentlemen,  when  you  are  intended  for  Pleaders  of  the  Law. 

VPhac.  Rarely  /  Admirably  well  done  /  [Sir  Will,  and  his  Company 

Bluff.  They  tweak  damnably  hard  though.  tweak, and  lead  ’em  about 

Ding .  They  do  not  confider  the  Tendernefs  by  the  Nofes ,  they  laugh 

of  my  Bolt- Sprit.  aU  the  while. 

Tope.  Get  you  home  Rogues  ?  ftudy  the  Law,  and  put  cafes  over  a  pot  of 
Ale  in  your  Chambers. 

Wild}' .  Mult  fuch  paltry  Fellows  as  you  fwagger  in  Taverns,  go  andpefter 
Ale-houfes. 

Whac.  Incomparable!  by  my  Sword,  they  are  the  fineft  Gentlemen  in 
Europe . 

Bluft. 
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Dam  me  Squire  I  don’t  like  this. 

Ding.  Gad  they  kick  with  Iron  toes. 
b'wVviU.  What  do  you  take  me  to  be  in  Jeft  ? 

Vyhac.  Ay  ay,  why  Sir  are  you  not  ? 

Wildf.  We’ll  put  you  out  of  doubt  of  that  prefenily. 

Tope.  Out  you  Rafcals,  muft  you  be  taken  for  us  ?  to  our  utter  Scandal, 
Get  you  out.  They  heat  'em  00fyBluft. 

Sir  Will.  Ye  damn’d  dull  imitating  Dogs,  have  at  ye.&  Ding,  roar  all  the  time 
Vyhac  Why  Sir  William,  Sir  William,  hold  hold- 1  and  huff:  Whac, 

Bluft.  What  a  Devil  do  you  mean  ? 

Ding.  Do  not  provoke  me  any  further. 

Sir  Will.  Provoke  l  Damn  thee  out,  beat  ’em  out. 

Whac .  What  will  become  of  the  Supper  > 

Ralph .  Come  turn  our,  hang  the  Supper- 
Sir  Will.  Now  Ralph  here’s  Honour  to  be  gotten. 

.  Ralph •  Broken  Heads. 

Sir  Will.  Fall  on. 
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as  faft  as  he  can>  as  they 
come  at  the  Doori  the  Con - 
ft  able  with  the  Vyatch - 
men  <&  Trade  (men  who 
were  beaten  enter ,  &  beat 
them  back  into  the  houfet 
Sir  Will.  &  hts  Company 
beat  all  out . 
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Enter  Sir  Will.  Rant,  Tope,  Wildf.  Ralph,  Footmen  and  Muficians. 

Wild r.  T  T  Aften  the  Serenade,  the  Morning  comes  on  apace  ,’cis  almoft  three. 

JT1  Tope .  People  will  be  awake,  and  then  we  fhall  lofe  the  great  end 
Serenading  and  Scowering,  which  isdifturbing  of  Mankind, 

Sir  Will  Now  guilty  Wretches  in  their  frighted  fleeps, 
otart  with  the  Teirour  of  their  crying  fins : 

Now  the  mean,  buly,  undermining  Knave, 

The  treacherous  Statefman  who  betrays  his  Prince, 

And  Country,  rolls,  and  turns  himfelf  about, 

The  Horror  of  his  crimes  admits  no  reft. 

Tope .  What  a  Devil  is  the  Fellow  mad. 

Sir  Will.  The  tender  Virgins  in  foft  Slumbers  dream. 

With  Innocence  of  all  the  Toys  of  Love; 

When  Nature  free,  and  undifguis’d  by  Art, 

The  Genuine  Difrat^s  of  the  mind  purfues, 

And  they  are  plea  fed  with  imitated  Joy. 

Wildf.  What’s  the  matter  man,  art  thou  in  a  Fit  ? 

Tope.  Thou  art  mad  FVill,  that’s  moft  certain,  but  tho  u  haft  laid  down  a 
true  Doftrine,  that  women  always  diflemble,  but  when  they  are afleep:  But 

what 
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what  a  Devil  do  you  mean  ?  if  you  don’t  begin  your  Mufick,  Gad  take  me, 
I  will  roarmoft  bloodily  by  rny  felf. 

Sir  Will.  Why  don't  the  Poets  always  make  a  man, if  he  be  damnably  inLove, 
many  great  Paifion,  in  Hafte,  ora  Dying,  to  be  full  of  Similes  and  long  De- 
fcriptions  ? 

Tope.  And  btcaufe  they  are  Coxcombs,  wilt  thou  be  one  ? 
vfcldf.  I  have  extraordinary  bufinefs  in  hafte,  at  Three  in  the  Mornin  g,  and 
I  muft  itop  till  I  make  a  Poetical  Defcription. 

Tope,  tor  example.  The  thirfty  Drunkard  dreams  of  Bottle  Ale, 

Or  fucking  a  whole  Barrel  from  the  Tap  ; 

The  Oyly  Cookmaid  ftrecches  now,  and  yawns. 

And  calls  on  Dick  the  Plowman  in  her  Sleep, 

Whofnores  with  Fumes  from  Suffolk  Cheefe  and  Bacon  : 

Green- ficknefs  Maids  now  dream  of  Clay  and  Lime. 

Now  what  a  Devils  this  to  my  bufinefs  if  they  do  l  either  begin  your 
ferenade,  or  1  will  roar  and  wake  your  Miftrifs  with  my  flirill  melodious  Pipe. 
Wildf.  A  ganders  Pipe  has  much  more  Mufick  in’&.- 

Sir  Will*  Thou  fing  !  (he  will-take  it  for  braying  :  but  come  on,  Ralph  is  the 
Conftables  trapfet  to  fecure  thatpaffage. 

Ralph.  Yes  it  is,  they  muft  come  this  way,  Vis  dire&ly  from  their  Guard. 

Sir  Will.  Come  then  begin. 

A  window  opens.  Symphonies.  Eugenia  and  Clara  appear • 

*  Hold,  the  young  Ladies  window  opens,  give  me  the  cleft  ftick,  Ralph.  Now 
Tom  for  our  Billets,  good  luck  go  with  them,  they  are  they,  I  fee  now. 

Opening  his  dark  Lanthorn.- 

Ladies  take  thefe  Notes  they  concern  you.  Go  on,  and  frog. 

Song  and  Symphony. 

Sir  Will.  Who’s  at  the  other  window  l 

Eugenia  takes  them.  Mr^  Rant  appears  at  another  window . 
Wildf.  My  Lady,  I  warrant  you,  1  muft  ftand  clofe. 

Tope.  My  Lady,  then  1  will  roar,  play  my  Rant. 

Rant.  This  muft  be  my  Son  and  his  lewd  Aflociates,  but  if  this  were  the 
worft  I  could  difpence  with  it.  The  Fiddles  play ,  and  Tope  roars 

Lady  Mag.  Rogues,  Villains,  Thieves,  out  his  rant  then  enter  Lady  Mag* 

Robbers,  Murtherers,  hold,  hold.  got  in  the  Balcony. 

Tope.  Hold,  does  the  Lady  treat  from  her  Caftle  ? 

Lady  Mag.  Villains,  Thieves,  be  gone.  They  fwg  and  roar.  Mr.  Rant  retires. 

Tope .  Nay  then. 

Enter  Con  fable  and  Watch. 

Conf.  Who’s  there?  Follow,  follow. 

Wildf  Come  on  Bell-weather  of  that  Flock  of  Rafcals. 

Ralph.  Come  Cuckolds,  come  on  Cuckolds.  [The  Coni} able  and  watch 

Con  ft.  Follow,  follow,  follow,  knock  ’em  down.  run ,  &  all  fall  over  a 

Sir  Will.  Here  is  a  Stratagem  for  ye.  Line  fet  crofs  the  freer, 

Tope .  Fall  on  the  Rogues,  have  at  the  Dogs.  &  tumble  over  one  another. 
Sir  Will,  and  the  ref  fall  on  them,  &  cudgel  them  lufily 3  t  hey  roar  cut  Murther.  ^ 

Enter 
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Enter  Mr.  Rant  hotting  the  door  of  the  Houfe  in  his  Hand. 

Mr.  Rant.  Heaven!  what  will  become  of  this;  We  fhall  have  murther  here,, 
Sir  William,  Sir  William. 

S'W'WiiU  The  door  opens  and  I  am  call’d,  this  milt  be  from  the  Ladies. 

Wildf  I  mart:  fneakaway,  Tope  you  muft  along  with  me,  you  may  do  me 
great  fervice  and  your  felf  too. 

Tope.  You  may  be  fure  I  fhall  be  civil  to  my  felf,  what  e’re  I  am  to  you. 

Exeunt  Tope,  Wildfire  and  their  Servants :  But  Ralph  &  two  Footmen  of 
Sir  W.  remain. 

Rant.  Sir  William. 

Sir  Will .  Who  calls  me? 

Rant •  Tis  1,  follow  me* 

Sir  WilL  If  Lucifer  fhould  lead  me  into  this  Houfe,  I  would  follow  him. 

Exeunt  Mr.  Rant  and  Sir  William. 

Conft.  What  are  become  of  thefe  Rogues  that  have  maul'd  us  ? 

Ralph,  Mr.  Conftabie,  the  He/torly  Rogues  A  fight  of  Flambeaux  and  a 
that  fell  upon  you,  run  into  the  next  ftreet,  noife  of  Fiddles. 

and  now  they  have  lighted  their  Flambeaux,  and  are  coming  in  1  riumph  o- 
tct  you,  I  and  my  fellow  fervants  came  juft  now  out  of  my  Matters  houle,  the 
Juftice,  to  aflift  you :  Here’s  another  Stratagem  to  get  off  without  bloody 
Pates.  afide. 

Enter  Whachum,  Blufter  and  Dingboy,  and  Servants ,  and  Fiddles ,  roaring 

finging ,  and  playing. 

Confi.  Have  we  met  you  again  Rogues  ?  you  (hall  not  efcape  this  bout,  knock 
*em  down» 

Whac.  We  are  civilly  ferenading. 

Confi.  We’ll  ferefiade  ye,  do  you  lay  (hares  for  us,  and  beat  us  when  we 
are  down  ? 

Whac.  What  a  Devil  does  he  mean  now  ?  They  fight,  the  Conftabie  & 

Confi.  Knock  'em  down.  his  Watch  beat  Whachum 

and  the  re(l>  till  the  blood  runs  about  their  Faces ,  and  take  ’em  Vrifonera 

Confi .  Away  with  them,  away  with  them. 

Whacb.  Why,  Mr.  Conftabie - 

Confi.  Come  Rafcals,  what  do  you  prate  ?  away  with  them,  ’cis  Day-light. 

Whach.  Damn’d  Luck,  but  ’tis  Fortune  de  la  guerre.  Exeunt  Omnes* 

Enter  Mr.  Rant,  leading  Sir  William  by  the  Hand. 

Sir  Will.  Whether  do  you  lead  me  l 

Mr .  Rant.  Into  full  light,  if  you  dare  look  upon  it. 

Sir  Will.  Oh  Heaven,  my  Father  ! 

Mr.  Rant.  1  wonder  not  at  your  furprife,  if  there  be  left 
But  any  Seeds  oflngenuity 

Within  thy  hardened  Breaft,  thou  could’ft  not  bear 
The  fight  of  me. 

Sir  Will.  It  is  with  great  confufion, 

That  I  behold  you  now,  1  hardly  dare 
implore  your  bleffing. 


I  He  kneels » 
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Mn  Rant .  Heaven  turn  your  heart ; 

I  am  glad  at  leaft,  you  appear  fo  much  affiam’d. 

For  Shame  for  Faults  is  one  good  ftep  to  Wiidom  ; 

But  what  hope  can  l  have,  that  one  (hort  Moment 
Can  make  you  turn  from  your  long  courfe  of  Lewdnete, 
Such  Lewdnefs  as  I  am  affiam'd  to  think  of: 

Such  mean,  fuch  foolifh  Lewdnefs  as  has  made 
Your  Name  too  fcandalous  for  a  civil  Mouth, 

When  but  even  now  I  fawyouin  your  Pranks - 

Sir  Will  Tis  the  laft  time. 

Mr<  Rant.  Till  wicked  drink  poffeffes  you  again ,  . 
That  bane  to  Vertue  and  to  common  Senfe, 

That  makes  you  livejn  a  continued  Miff, 

Without  the  benefit  of  one  clear  thought  ; 

Nature  has  prudently  contrived  each  Man, 

In  the  worft  miferies  of  humane  Life 
Would  be  himfeif,  and  1  would  be  I  ftill, 

But  fordid  Drunkennefs  makes  you  differ  more 
From  your  lov’d  felf,  than  from  another  Man. 

Sir  Will.  You  roufe  me,  Sir,  out  of  a  Lethargy. 

Mr.  Rant.  Ye  think  your  felves  the  fineft  Gentlemen, 
When  you  are  moft  to  be  defpifed  or  pitty’d, 

Not  Monkeys  can  be  more  ridiculous, 

Befides  the  Infamy  you  moft  contract. 

In  the  opinion  of  the  good  and  wife, 

As  foon  I’d  choofe  a  Madman  for  a  Friend, 

You  vomit  fecrets,  when  o’recharg’d  with  Wine, 

You  often  quarrel  with  the  beft  of  Friends  : 

And  (he  muft  be  as  bold  as  is  a  Lionels, 

Who  takes  you  for  a  Husband  :  Drink  in  (hort 
Provokes  you  to  all  Folly,  to  all  Vice, 

Till  you  become  a  Nufance  to  Mankind ; 

You’ll  (ay  they  arc  men  of  Wit,  buthavea  care 
Ofa  great  Wit,  who  has  no  Underftanding. 

Sir  Will  You  fpeak,  Sir,  like  an  Oracle. 

Mr.  Rant •  By  Drunkenefs  you  are  ufelefs  at  the  beft, 
Unlefs  as  Flys  or  humble  Bees,  meer  Drones. 

What  Office  is  there  in  a  Common- wealth, 

A  Drunkard  can  fuftain  l  Unlefs  it  be  one, 

To  be  a  Strainer  through  which  Claret  runs. 

Your  Nerves  you  weaken, and  you  drown  your  Minds; 
You’re  all  meer  Sops  in  Wine,  your  Brains  are  Bogs  ; 

A  T  aft  is  equal  to  a  common  Drunkard  ; 

You’B  fay  you  have  Courage,  No,  it  is  not  Valour ; 
Valour  is  joyn’d  with  Vertue,  never  proftitute, 

But  (acred,  and  employ’d  to  juft  Defence 
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Of  Prince  and  Country,  and  the  beft  of  Friends,  * 

With  neceffary  vindication  of  our  Honour  : 

Yours  is  a  brumal  Fiercenefs  that  annoys 
Mankind,  and  makes ’em  fear  and  hate  you  too. 

Sir  Will ,  Thefe  are  unanfwerablc  Truths. 

M .  The  ufe  of  common  Whores  is  moft  pernicious, 

By  which,  the  leaft  you  venture  is  your  Nofe, 

And  private  ones  you  cannot  gain,  without 
Being  a  moft  perfidious  Knave,  and  ftriking 
At  the  very  Root  of  all  Morality. 

Have  i  with  fuch  Tendernefs  bred  you  up  ? 

With  fuch  great  care  and  vaft  Expence,  infufed 
Whatever  you  were  capable  of  receiving, 

Taught  you  all  Arts  that  could  adorn  a  Gentleman  : 

None  with  fuch  care  could  cultivate  a  Plant. 

Sir  Will.  All  this  with  humble  Gratitude  1  confefs. 

Mr.  Rant.  Heaven  had  endued  you  with  fuflicientWit 
And  Parts,  and  you,  in  fpight  of  thefe  Advantages, 

Which  might  have  made  you  famous  in  your  Country, 

To  make  your  felf  lewd,  even  to  a  Proverb  ! 

]s  this  your  fence  of  Honour,  and  is  this 

Your  Gratitude  to  me,  after  fuch  great  indulgence, 

Such  good  Advice,  fuch  tender  Love,  as  l 
Have  fo  long  fhew’d  you  l  You  have  fo  often 
Set  my  Eyes,  on  flowing,  that  I  have  wondred 
Whence  the  Moyfture  came  that  could  fupply  them. 

Sir  Will.  Good  Sir  no  more  you’ll  break  my  Heart, 

Gentle  and  kind  Reproof  I  cannot  bear. 

Air.  Rant .  I  gave  you  fuch  an  ample  Income, 

•f  would  havefufficed  the  moft  extravagant, 

Except  your  lelf,  and  when  the  Court  had  offered 
Knighthood  to  me,  I  made  it  be  beftowed 
On  you,  Not  that  1  think  it  much  of  Value, 

Unlefs  it  be  conferr’d  for  Merit,  but  a  bait 
For  women.-  All  this  in  order  to  a  Wife 

J  did,  and  you  ungrateful.  —  ^ 

Sir  Will.  No  more,  Sir3  dear  andTonoured  Sir,  pray  no  more, 

You’ve  melted  me,  and  wrought  a  paffionin  me, 

Which  hitherto  I’ve  never  felt,  pray  truft  me, 

And  I  will  be  what  you  will  have  me, 

And  fuch  as  you  fhall  never  blufh  to  own.- 
Mr.  Rant.  Oh  Will,  that  this  converfion  were  but  perfect  ; 

Yet,  as  it  is,  I  cannot  but  embrace 
And  weep  over  thee. 

S.  Will.  Oh, beft  of  Fathers, believe  me  or  you  kill  me. 

Mr.  Rant.  Come  then  into  my  Arms.  [_He  embraces  and  weeps  over  him. 

Sir 
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Sir  Will  I  will  foon  convince  you  I  am 
Sincere,  for  though  you  have  finifh’d  my 
Repentance,  another  had  begun  it. 

I  had  fix’d  upon  the  mod  charming  Creature  in  the  World 
To  be  my  Wife,  and  with  your  afliftance,  have  no 
Reafonto  doubt  of  fuccefs  ;  one,  Sir,  whom  you'll 
Approve. 

Mr.  Rant.  Dear  Will ,  who  is  it  ? 

Sir  Will.  It  is  my  Coufm  Eugenia ,  who  to  avoid  the  Tyranny  of  her  Mother, 
which  has  been  very  barbarous,  refolves  to  choofe  you  her  Guardian. 

Mr.  Rant. This,  this,  compleats  my  joy,  and  I  {hall  dote  upon  thee  more 
than  e’re  f  griev’d  for  thee.  Enter  La.  Maggot. 

La.  Mag.  Oh5  wicked  creature,  mod  abandon’d  wretch,  how  dared  thou  be 
fo  impudent  to  come  within  my  Houfe,  after  the  great  confufion  yederday, 
and  the  uproar  thou  had  made  to  Night. 

Mr.  Rant.  Sifter,  if  thou  wilt  pardon  this,  I’ll  pafs  my  honour  he  fhali  never 
doit  more,  ’ewas  I  now  brought  him  in. 

La.  Mag.  You  are  a  fine  eaiie  Father  if  you  can  hope  for  his  amendment, 
but  HI  fee  my  Daughters  fafe  ;  though  he  has  by  craf;  gotten  the  Key,  I  have 
a  Watch  upon  them. 

Mr.  Rant.  What  does  (he  mean  }  Enter  Lettice. 

Lettice.  There  is  a  Meflenger  below  will  not  be  anfwer’d,  he  has  fent  up 
this  Letter  by  me,  but  he  fays  he  mud  fpeak  with  you,  it  is  a  bufinefs  that  con¬ 
cerns  you  nearly. 

Lady  Mag .  Thus  early  in  the  Morning,  HI  lay  my  Life,  it  is  to  give  me 
notice  offomelewd  defign  of  my  Rebellious  Daughters.  Hah,  from  Mr.  Wild- 
fire  :  O  let  me  contain  my  felf-  [ Afide . 

Reads.  I  have  commanded  my  Servant  to  wait  this  Morning,  till  your  door  he 
open,  to  deliver  this  humble  Billet.  Where  is  the  Meflenger  f  1  mud  leave 

you  for  a  while  ;  Brother,  pray  difpatch  your  Lewd  Son  out  of  the  Houfe  : 
but  I  have  fet  Centinels  upon  my  Daughters. 

Mr.  Rant.  They  fhali  be  fafe  for  him,  I  give  you  my  Honour. 

Lady  Mag.  Oh  dear,  dear  Wildfire,  thou  art  a  Man  of  Honour;  come, 
Lettice ,  bring  me  to  the  Meflenger.  [Ex. La .&  Let . 

Mr.  Rant.  ’ Tis  time  for  you  to  red  Will ,  and  I’ll  repofe  a  while. 

Sir  Will.  Sir,  let  me  beg  of  you  not  to  fleepyet,  my  Lady  has  a  wicked  de¬ 
fign  of  fending  her  Daughters  into  the  Country  this  morning,  to  keep  them 
Prifoners  as  (he  did  before  ;  I  have,  indeed,  provided  for  a  Refcue,  but  if  you 
pleafe,  1  had  rather  have  it  done  a  fairer  way.  : 

Ms.  Rant.  Well,  Son,  we^will  confult  about  it  in  my  Chamber.[J5:>c.  Mr.Rant 

and  Sir  William. 

SCENE  Wildfire  j  Houfe. 

Enter  Wildfire  and  Tope. 

Tope .  A  Pox  on’t,  this  has  been  a  damn’d  fober  Night,  I  {hall  be  fick  after 
it ;  this  is  your  Love,  with  a  Murrain  :  A  Drunkard,and  in  Love!  You  will 

be 
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be  as  bad  company  as  a  Green-  ficknefs’d  Chamber-maid  ;  nay,  ivorfe,  for  (he, 
perhaps,  may  beperfwadecj  to  take  her  Cure,  Love  ;  ha,  ha,  ha* 

Wild.  I  am  convinc’d,  a  man  will  certainly  have  it  e’re  he  dyes,  as  the  fmall 
Pox  ;  look  to  it,  Jack ,  yet. 

Tope.  Heav’n  fend  me  the  great  ones  rather,  without  the  help  o fSarfia,  Guya - 
turn  or  Mercury  ;  but  prithee,  what  fervice  can  1  do  thee,  *Tom  l 

Wild.  The  truth  is,  Jack 1  have  lent  a  Billet  to  the  Lady  vou  would  have 
Ravbh’d  yefterday  and  cry’d  ;  (he  will  come,  I  believe,  very  (uddenly,  hither. 
Will  Rant  and  I,  have  fame  defigns  upon  her  Daughters,  which  we  cannot 
effedt  without  her  abfence.  When  (becomes,  I  will  make  way  for  thee. 

7ope.  Prithee,  Tom 5  let  me  have  a  young  Wench,  I  am  fit  for  her  now. 

Wild.  If  thou  haft  not  love  for  her,  I  am  fure  thou  haft  malice  enough  for 
her  ;  fatisfie  which  paflion  thou  wilt,  fo  thou  keepeft  her  from  interrupting  us. 

Tope.  Ha,  this  is  no  ill  defign,  hah  ;  Pil  ferve  you  in  this,  if  (be  thinks  me  not 
too  old  to  pleafe  her  ;  i  am  fure  1  am  young  enough  to  fcandalize  her.  Molt 
of  the  young  fellows  now  make  love  more  for  Vanity  than  Luft  ;  they  have 
more  of  the  firft,  and  lefs  of  the  laft,  than  any  Generation  fince  the  Conqueft. 

Wild.  The  decrepid  young  fools,  were  gotten  when  flavery  was  breaking  in  - 
and  indeed,  by  their  education,  were  fitted  for  it  ;  they  have  no  vigour  in  ’em.’ 
[ Knocking  at  the  door.']  Hark She's  come  ;  (he’s  a  Lady  of  very  juft  dealing, 
and  anfwers  a  Bill  of  Love  at  fighr.jf^,do  thou  retire,  Til  come  to  thee  inftantly. 

Tope .  1  will  ;  but  d’ee  hear,  Tom ,  fair  play. 

Wild.  Upon  my  Honour.  \_Exit  Tope.  Enter  La  Maggot. 

Dear,  fweet  Madam,  1  am  tranfported  beyond  my  fenfes. 

Lady  Mag.  If  1  had  not  believed  you  to  be  a  Man  of  (bining  honour,  I  would 
not  have  ventur’d  for  the  World. 

Wildf.  Sweet  Madam,  your  Ladyfhipis  come  fo  much  earlier  than  I  could 
have  fufpedted,  that  I  mult  go  and  take  order,  that  no  body  comes  into  my 
Houfe,  and  confine  my  Servants  to  their  feveral  Pofts. 

La.  Mag .  Sweet  Sir,  you  deferve  to  be  trufted  by  a  Lady.  Oh,  thou  dear 
creature,  Imy  heart  and  eyes  yet  never  felt  fueh  charms.  [Ex.  Wildfire  hafiily 

and  locks  the  Lady  in  ;  foe  walks  up  and  down: 
Hark  !  1  here  him  coming,  I’ll  catch  him  at  the  door.  My  dear,dear  Strepbon. 

Enter  Tope,  La.  Mag.  hafiily  embraces  him,  taking  for  VVildfire. 

Tope.  My  dear,  dear  Fhillis . 

Lady  Mag.  Ah,  who’s  here.  Old  Satan. 

Tope,  i  thought  you  had  been  paft  the  Age  offqueaking. 

Lady  Mag.  Devil,  how  cameft  thou  here/ 

Tope.  Sweet  Lady,  how  cameft  thou  here  ? 

Lady  Mag.  Abated,  betrayed,  undone,  by  Heav’n  ;  they  (ball  not  live  who 
have  done  tnis. 

Tope.  Oh,  Madam,  Ladies  (hould  rot  kill  but  with  their  Eyes. 

Lady  Mag.  This  Wildfire  promifed  me  alfiltance,-  to  (end  my  vile  rebellious 
Daughters  into  the  Country,  and  font  for  me,  telling  me  all  was  ready. 

Tope .  He  was  not  you  fee,  but  you  fhail  find  me  io. 
v  Lady  Mag.  Oh  Belsctbnb  incarnate,  1  am  confident  he  is  a  man  of  Honour, 
thou  haft  betray’d  him ;  (ee  in  what  Confufion  1  am  in.  [afide,  Tope. 
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Tope.  He  is  a’man  of  Honour,  and  knowing  the  great  Paflion  I  have  for  your 
Lady  (hip  contrived  this  Opportunity. 

Lady  Mag.  What  pimp  for  thee  ?  and  a  man  of  Honour  ! 

Tope .  Pimp  is  a  foul  word,  Pimps  are  Rogues  ;  but  men  of  Honour  afliil 
one  another  in  thefe  neceftary  matters,  and  take  it  for  a  point  of  Honour. 

Lady  Magi  Where’s  the  Key  then,  let  me  out  thou  old  decrepit  Toll. 

Tope i  Hold  there,  I  have  fome  urgent  bufinefs  with  you  here. 

Lady  Mag .  Had  I  a  Dagger  ora  Bodkin  I  would  difpatch  my  ft  If  and  him. 

Tope.  And  for  old,  if  1  don’t  convince  you,  have  at  you. 

Lady  Mag.  Ah  ah,  murther,  help;help.  He  runs  at  her,  &  kijfies  her. 

Tope.  She  fqueaks  like  one  of  Sixteen,  if  file  could  but  look  fo  too,  ilhould 
be  more  (harp  fet  ;  Come  fweet  Madam,  let  us  be  mere  familiar. 

He  puts  down  bis  Sword. 

Lady  Mag.  Stand  off  thou  driveling  Drunkard,  or  I'll  feratch  thy  eyes  out. 

Tope.  I  can  make  love  like  a  man,  but  not  like  a  Cat,  1  can’t  caterwaul. 

Tope  catches  hold  on  her  Hand. 

Lady  Mag.  Oh  vile,  perfidious  Villain  /  Wildfire. 

Tope.  Look  you  fweet  Lady,  1  can  fecure  my  Eyes  againft  your  Hands,  ah 
could  1  have  as  well  defended  my  poor  Heart,  againlt  your  Eyes,  you  had 
not  vifitechthis  place. 

Lady  Mag.  Villain  let  go  my  Hands. 

Tope.  Madam  let  go  my  Heart,  in  fhort  Madam,  I  am  in  Love,  here's  an 
Opportunity,  and  1  will  not  be  baffled,  we  muft  come  to  a  clofe  fight. 

Lady  Mag.  Avoid  thou  worlt  of  Devils. 

Tope.  If  Ladies  will  be  civil,  Jack  Tope  can  be  fo  too,  but  if  not,  though  he 
ufes  not  his  Hands,  yet  he  can  ufe  his  Tongue,  and  publifh  Frailties  or  fo ; 
confider,  be  notperverfe,  come,  come,  nay  don't  put  me  to  wreftle,  if  y<>u  put 
me  to  two  Exercifes,  1  may  fail  you  at  one. [They  firuggle,  fie  gets  loofie ,  and  runs 

Lady  Mag .  Oh  impudent  old  Devil  /  to  the  Sword  &  draws  tt,&  runs  at  him. 

Tope.  Hold  hold,  Sword  and  Eyes  are  too  much,  for  my  fingle  Weapon. 
Fare  you  well.  He  runs  out ,  and  locks  her  in. 

Lady  Mag.  Oh  Pleaven  and  Earth  he  has  loekt  mein  !  Oh  damn’d  Villain, 
Villain  !  Wildfire ,  let  me  fee  ifl  can  make  any  body  hear  out  of  the  Window, 
Ifhall  run  mad,  Confufion  feize  thefe  Rafcals.  Exit  towards  the  Window. 

SC  E  N  E  Sir  Humphry  Maggots  Houfe. 

Enter  Eugenia,  Clara,  Mr.  Rant,  aWSir^VVilliam. 

Eug.  Why  Sir,  do  you  make  this  fo  nice  a  point  of  Honour  ?  when  you  may 
fave  us  two  from  Ruin.  •  j/ 

Clara .  Sir  on  my  Knees  I  beg  your  Prote&ion.  Mr.  Rant  takes  them  up. 

Eug.  And  I  on  mine,  or  1  by  all  that’s  good,  will  fling  my  felf  on  any  one, 
that  will  defend  me  from  trfy  Tyrant  Mother. 

Clara.  1  cannot,  will  not,  bear  her  Cruelty. 

Sir  Will.  Can  fo  much  Beauty  be  deny ’d  Sir  ?  Enter  Wildfire  hafiily , 

Wildf.  Ladies  your  humble  Servant. 

H  Mrt 
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Mr.  Rant.  Who  is  this,  Son? 

Str  Wdl  Mr.  Wildfire ,  you  knew  his  Father,  a  man  of  Quality  and  of  great 
Eftate,  who  is  a  convert  to  that  Lady,  as  I  am  made  to  this. 

Mr.  Rant.  1  knew  him  well,  he  was  a  fober  honeft  Gentleman.  [Enter  Tope* 

Tope.  Sober  and  honeft  !  Gad  take  me  that’s  impoffible. 

Mr.  Rant.  My  old  Acquaintance  *  Mr.  Tope  your  Servant. 

Tope.  Mr.  Rant,  a  Miracle!  who  thought  to  have  feenyou  here  ? 

Mr.  Rant.  You  will  have  your  Jeft  ftrll. 

Tope,  No  faith  I  am  in  earneft,  1  have  known  an  honeft  man  that  could  not, 
but  1  never  knew  one  honeft  that  would  not  drink, Knaves  durft  not  truft  them- 
felves  with  drink,  it  draws  the  Scese,  and  difeovers  them. 

Wildf.  How  the  Devil  came  you  here  ? 

Tope .  You  left  me  with  the  Devil,  (he  whipt  out  my  Sword,  and  if  I  had 
not  run  away,  had.run  me  through,  bur  1  left  her  fafe,  here’s  the  Key. 

Eng.  Good  fweet  Uncle,  confider  our  fad  cafe,  and  give  an  Anfwer. 

Wildf.  Ladies  now  is  the  time,  your  Mother’s  abfent,  and  is  fafe  for  fome 
time,  if  you  will  take  this  opportunity,  there’s  a  Coach  and  Six,  and  half  a 
fcoremen  well  armed  and  mounted,  Sir  Williams  and  my  Servants,  that  will 
conduft  you  where  you  pleafe. 

Clara.  We  are  obliged  to  you  Sir,  but  I  fear  the  Reputation  of  fuch  an  Efcage 
would  be  worfe  than  our  Confinement. 

Sir  Will .  Sir  I  befeech  you,  confider  and  accept  of  their  Guardianfhip. 

Eug.  Now  Sir  or  never,  make  us  happy  in  your  care  of  us,  for  let  my  Si¬ 
fter  be  as  fcrupulous  as  fhe  will,  I  will  lay  hold  on  thefe  Gentlemens  favour, 
and  fly  any  where,  fo  it  be  from  my  Mother  y  but  Gentlemen  we  muft  not 
have  you  with  us. 

Mr.  Rant.  Well  my  fair  Nieces  I’ll  proteft  ye,  on  my  honor  be  it. 

Clara.  We  fling  our  felves  wholly  on  you  Sir, 

Eug.  We  truA  your  Honour,  and  will  in  every  thing  obey  you. 

Mr.  Rant,  f  never  will  command,  but  what  you  pleafe. 

Wild:  Now  Madam  you  are  happy,  will  you  not  pity  my  cafe,  who  ftili  am 
miferable. 

Clara.  Would  you  wifh  me  to  love  any  man  till  I  am  allured  he  loves  him- 
felf,  you  now  .are  your  own  greateft  Enemy. 

Wildf.  Since  J  hope  you  will  now  be  more  eafy  of  accefs,  I  fhall  with  the 
greateft  Duty  and  Refpeft  I  can,  make  approaches  regularly,and  fhow  you  I 

become  another  man. 

Clara.  E’re  I  fhall  have  the  Impudence  to  beg  one  Favour  of  you,  I  flaall  be 
glad  to  hear  of  your  amendment  Sir. 

Tope.  Why  Tom ,  Tom,  thiiisa  vile  repenting  ftrein,  as  if  thou  wert  fhow- 
ing  thy  parts  at  the  Gallowg,  why  doft  thou  not  lay  this  Lewdnefs  upon  Sa«. 

bath  breaking. 

Wildf  And  ill  Company,  Jack,  Old  Seducers  and  Corrupters. 

Sir  Will.  Will  you  be  ftili  hard  hearted,  this*  is  a  day  of  Jubilee,  and  you 
ihould  do  fome  generous  A<ft  of  Mercy. 

Euge.  No,  there  is  a  great  deal  to  be  faid,  and  a  great  deal  to  be  done,  I 
muft  fee  a  Sample  of  your  New  Life.  Sir  Will. 
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Sir  Will  My  Life  is  in  your  Hand,  difpofeof  it,  and  diced  it  asyoupleafe. 

Tope.  You  call  this  Love  now,  all  Cant,  Cant,  and  filiyer  than  Gypfics  Cant : 
what  a  Pox  you  are  none  of  you  in  Earnelt.  £ Enter  Sir  Humphry,  &  his  Clerk . 

Sir  Hump.  Oh  Brother  good  morrow,  how  do  you,  1  was  typfied  laft  night, 
butthey  tell  me  you  were  •difturb’d  with  Royfters,  and  fcowreiog  Rogues,  I 
proteft  and  vow  I  never  heard  them,  but  the  Conftable  has  brought  them  before 
me,  here  in  the  Houfe,  I’ll  order  them.  Hah  Gentleman  he  does  net  mean  you, 
are  you  brought  by  the  Conftable  l  Oil  here  he  is. 

Enter  Conftable,  Guard,  with  Whachum,  Blufter,  Dingboy,  with  black  Patches 

upon  their  Wounds . 

Con(l.  Here  are  the  Scowrers  that  beat  us,  and  wounded  us,  there  are  two 
of  my  Watch  almoft  kill’d,  and  feveral  lam’d,  they  broke  Windows,  roar’d-and 
difturb’d  your  Worfhip  too,  all  Night. 

Sir  Hump,  Oh  Heaven,  my  Nephew  !  Oh  Villain,  profligate  Villain,  my 
Nephew  \  But  you  (hall  findjuftice  is  blind,  do  you  remember  Rogues,  what 
you  did,  beat  me,  and  lam’d  me. 

Whac.  What  a  Pox  care  I,  why  did  you  come  in  the  way  of  our  Scowring? 
Prithee  old  Nuncle  content  your  feif,  1  am  out  of  your  Hands,  and  I  will  fling 
off  the  remainder  of  yonr  City  breeding,  and  fwagger,  roar  and  fcowre,  like  a 
Gentleman  of  the  Suburbs. 

Sir  Hump.  Here  Clerk,  make  their  Mittimus,  and  I’ll  fend  Vtn  to  Newgate. 

Tope.  I  think  Sir,  you  are  one  of  thofc  Gentlemen,  that  we  beat  and  kick’d 
rery  much,  laft  Night. 

svhach.  Send  me  to  Newgate?  Let  me  fpeak  in  your  Ear,  how  much  Treafon 
did  you  talk  before  me  and  my  Friends  ? 

Bluft .  What  Healths  and  Confufionsdid  you  drink  ? 

Dmg.  What  fecret  Correfpondence,  and  who  invited  the  French  Fleet  laft 
fummer  ? 

Whach.  By  thefe  ten  bones,  all  (hall  ©ut  if  you  prefjme. 

Sir  Hump .  I  fhali  be  hang’d.  What  fays  the  Rogue  ?  Go  out  Conftable  and 
Wafch  into  the  next  Room,  leave  your  Prifonen  Enter  La.  Mag.  in  a  Fury . 

Lady  Mag.  Oh  Heaven  and  Earth  are  they  here?  betray’d,  abufed,  moft 
villanoufly  abufed  /  Oh  thou  old  Dcvilin  Grain,  and  thou  worft  of  all,  thou  bafe 
difhonourable  Rafcal.  She  fties  at  their  Faces . 

Sir  Hump-  Why  Chicken,  Chicken. 

Lady  Mag.  Make  their  Mittimus,  1*11  give  you  fufficient  Reafon,  fit  in  your 
Seat  of  Juftice,  and  give  me  my  Oath. 

Sir  Hump.  1  will  Chicken,  I  will 

Mr .  Rant.  What  can  this  mean? 

Wildf.  Madam  let  me  advife  you,  you  will  fuffer  in  your  Honour.  This 
Ring  will  be  teftimony. 

La.  Mag .  Ill  fwear  you  ftole  it  from  me,  and  you  (hall  be  hang’d  for  it. 

Wild.  Tope  and  my  man  are  better  evidence.  Madam. 

La.  Mag.  Thou  moft  deteftabie  malicious  toad. 

Tope.  Stir  not  this  matter  farther,  if  you  do  i’ll  tell  all  I  kno//3  and  more. 
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Lady  Afdg.VW  hat  has  my  rafhncfs  brought  me  to,  I  will  run  into  a  mad-houfe, 
and  never  tee  the  world  again.  Going  off. 

Sir  Hump.  Why  Chicken,  I  am  reidy,  lay  thy  pretty  hand  on  the  book. 
Whac.  Hold  Madam,  pray  make  good  your  bargain  with  m?,  did  not  I  agree 
to  give  you  ^ooo /.  for  one  of  your  Daughter?. 

Lady  Mag.  Out  you  impudent  Rafcal  ;  does  all  the  world  con/pire  againft 
me  f  She  takes  the  Cane  out  of  her 

Whac.  What  a  Pox,  what  a  Devil  are  you  mad  ?  Ounds  Husbands  hands  and 
I’ll  turn  again.  beats  Whachum. 

Mr.  Rant:  Sifter,  filler,  1  befeech  you  contain  your  felf. 

Lady  Mag.  I  cannot  contain,  will  not  contain,  Flefh  and  Blood  cannot  con¬ 
tain,  never  Lady  was  fo  betray’d,  abufed,  and  difappointed  ;  Hell  take  you  alb 
Enter  Prilcilia.  Exit  Lady  Maggot. 

Erifc.  Oh  Ladies  have  pity'  on  me,  I  believe  fome  Rogue  that  had  a  mind  to 
marry  me,  gave  me  Deutery  laft  Night,  and  I  was  difguis’d  and  loft  the  Key 
too,  and  my  Lady  has  difeharged  me,  to  beg  in  my  old  Age. 

Eugen.  Fear  not,  we'll  provide  for  you. 

Sir  Will.  Will  you  not  provide  for  me,  Madam,  or  at  leaft  give  me  fome 
hopes. 

Wildf.  And  can  you,  Madana,  can  you  have  the  heart.to  ufe  your  Conqueft 
to  deftroy  me  t' 

Clara.  I  know  of  no  conqueft  of  mine,  nor  will  I  believe  it  till  I  fee  you  have 
conquer’d  your  felf. 

Sir  Will ,  What  time  will  it  require  to  fatisfie  you  of  my  converfion  ? 

Eugen.  Why  you  muft  be  at  leaft  a  years  Probationer  before  you  enter  into 
the  vow  of  Chaftity,  ifl  believe  you  then. 

Sir  Will.  Twill  be  a  thoufaod  without  you,  Madam,  I  hope  you  will  relent. 
Clara ♦  It  mult  be  a  Year  at  leaft,  and  then,  for  ought  1  know,  you  may  ferve 
longer. 

Wildf.  Yo  j  are  abfolute,  and  muft  govern  me,  Hi  ftrive  by  all  the  Services. 

I  can  to  mollify  your  Heart. 

Eugen.  The  Pomps  and  all  the  Vanities  of  this  wicked  Town  you  muft  re¬ 
nounce. 

Clara.  Wine,  Women,  and  bale  Company. 

Sir  Will.  Upon  my  Knees  I  vow  to  it. 

Wild.  And  (  for  ever  to  obferve  if. 

,  Mr,  Rant.  I  will  be  Umpire  in  this  Bufinefyand  I  doubt  not  but  to  bring  my 

Nieces  to  Reafon. 

Sir  Hump.  What  are  you  drfpofing  of  my  Ladies  Daughters  without  her 

Content. 

Mr.  Rant.  No  Sir,  nothing  (hall  be  done  Without  her  Confent,  I  will  convince 
her,  of  what  e’re  I  do  (hall  beto  her  Honour,  and  her  Daughters  Advantage! 
Whac.  Where's  my  Wife  in  the  mean  time?  I  forbid  the  Banes. 

Sir  Will.  Sirrah,  Coxcomb,  if  you  fpeakone  word  I’ll  flit  your  Windpipe. 
Whach.  Very  well,  very  well,  no  more  to  be  Paid  :  Pox  on  him,  I  begin  to* 
hate  him  now,  I  don't  think  him  a  fine  Gentleman. 

Tope. 


Tope.  Why  what  a  Devil  are  you  mad?  I  thought  you  had  been  Drolling/ 
or  Fooling  all  this  while,  are  you  in  earneft  ? 

Sir  WiU.  Moft  certainly. 

Wildf  And  i,  Jack,  we  muft  part. 

Tope.  Ha,  ha,  na,  fine  Fools,  turn  fober  Sots,  give  over  all  Vanities,  as 
you  call  Vm,  for  the  greateft  Vanity  on  the  Earth,  Matrimony  !  you  may  leave 
any  other  Vanities  when  you  pleafe,  but  that  will  (lick  to  you  with  a  Vengance. 
Matrimony  ha,  ha  ha,  there’s  nothing  in  the  world  worth  being  in  earneft,  I 
am  fure  not  being  fober,  ’tis  all  a  Farce. 

Mr.  Rant.  I  hope  for,  old  Acquaintance, you  will  embrace  this  motion, reform, 
and  live  a  fober  Country  Life,  then  we  fhali  b£  Neighbours. 

Tope.  Reform,  quoth  he,  'tis  a  pretty  age,  at  Five  and  Fifty  to  begin  to  lead 
a  new  Life  :  No,  no,  1  have  gone  too  far  to  retreat,  1  muft  charge  through. 
I’ll  drink  like  a  Fifh,  thefe  Fifty  Years,  thefe  Fellows  will  beat  A  fifes  Milk, 
within  fix  Months,  and  dye  o\h*  Pip  foon  after. 

Whack  This  old  Gentlemans  a  gallant  man,  Godsookes,  1*11  whore,  drink, 
fwagger  and  fcowre  while  1  live. 

Blufi.  Ah  brave  Squire. 

Ding.  Oh  noble  Squire.  They  embrace  VVhachum. 

Tope.  Farewel  you  Apoftates,  fneaking  fober  Sots,  go  marry,  marry,  you  are 
fit'for  no  other  purpofe.  Exit  Tope. 

Sir  Hump.  So  Brother,  I  have  loft  a  Nephew,  you  have  found  a  Son. 

Mr.  Rant.  Old  Habits  are  with  Difficulty  broken. 

And  FooJs  are  ever  found  moft  obftinate  ; 

But  the  leaft&eeds  of  Wit  with  Underftanding. 

Will  in  fome  time  fpring  up,  and  grow  and  thrive, 

And  bear  down  the  rank  VVeeds  of  Vice  and  Folly. 

Wild.  Ladies  your  Charms  a  miracle  have  wrought. 

And  early  us  home  to  our  felves  have  brought ; 

No  pow’r  but  Love  could  thus  call  back  a  ftray, 

From  all  the  crooked  Paths,  to  the  right  way. 

Sir  Will.  But  where  Wit,  Beauty,  Vertue  keep  the  Field, 

As  Prifbners  at  difcretion,  all  muff  yield, 

Thofe  Forces  joyn’d,  fubdue  all  Vanities ; 

The  moft  compendious  way  of  being  wife; 

Is  to  be  Convert  to  a  Ladies  Eyes. 
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Exeunt * 


EPILOG  U,E. 

NOW  Lady  Mother s,  you  who  frown  to  Day, 

Will  be  thought  like  the  Lady  of  this  Play ; 

You'll  not  condemn  your  (elves  ,  hut  like  bad  Faces, 

Loath  the  Reflexions 3  and  abhor  true  Glajfes  ; 

But  know  all ,  by  thefe  Prefents  ;  there  s  no  way 
But  Gentlenefs,  to  make  ripe  Girls  obey  : 

Us'd  illy  if  they  have  Beauty,  Wit ,  or  Sevce  \ 

They  will  rebel  in  their  own  juft  Defence. 

You  in  your  felves ,  from  Grandam  Eve  (bond  fnd3 
The  true  Perverfenefs  of  a  Womans  Mind , 

1  o  what  is  mo fi  forbidden,  mofi  inclin'd  ; 

What  (bar ply  to  your  Daughters  you  dwy, 

You  fire  their  Curio  fit  ies  to  try : 

Thef  think  when  firiXly  kept  from  all  Mankind , 

*  There's  much  more  irit  than  afterwards  they  find. 

Your  felves .  go  Planting  to  all  publick  Places 
Expofing  all  you  can ,  your  Feeble  Graces , 

Darting  weak  Rays  from  your  Autumnal  Faces. 

Heavn  knows  true  Langnijbing  of  Eyes  you  (bow , 

When  e're  yea  m  nee,  and fimper  at  a  Beaux  ; 

High  DreJJes,  and  rich  Petticoats  will  tell  us , 

That  all  your  Ornaments  you  wear  at  Fellows  ; 

Like  Woodcocks,  er  like  Teagues  pur fu'd,  you  hide 
Your  Heads ,  and  think  your  Body  s  unefpyd  \ 

Your  Daughters  find  you  out ,  and  will  obey , 

What  e're  they  fee  you  do  ;  not  hear  you  fay . 

Gawdy  Mother  hates  the  Daughters  fight , 

V/hrfe  dazzling  Beams  Eclipfe  her  glimmering  Light ; 

She  mufi  the  Fifitants  but  Jeldom  fee , 

And  when  admitted  to  the  Company , 

VFith  down  caft  Looks  Jbe  enters ,  and  afraid. 

She fneaks  like  an  offending  Chamber-maid :  , 

With  tojfdup  Head,  jbe  mufi  be  fnub'd  and  chidden y 
And  Mothers  dear  Delights  to  her  forbidden  ; 

This  begets  Scorn ,  how  can  one  Hand  in  awe, 

Of  a  vain  Tawdry ,  Amorous  Mamma. 

Of  thefe  the  Poet  mufi  dejpair  to  Day, 

They  will  be  mortal  foes  to  him  and's  Play. 

While  thefe  frail  Dames  the  Author  does  expefe , 

The  Lufire  of  the  Good ,  that  clearly  (hews, 

From  them  a  Plaudit  Mufi  not  be  deny'd. 

The  Witty ,  Fair  ones  mufi  be  on  our  fide, 

So  much  their  Power  by  him  is  magnify'd. 

VFcfboiy  you  how  your  vigorous  Beams  t' exert, 

<,  Thing  vicious  men  to  Conquer  and  Convert  : 

Firm  to  our  fives  we  always  have  a  way , 

'  To  make  the  fiercefi  Beafi,  Wild  man,  obey • 
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